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AN ACCOUNT 



OF THE 



LIFE and TFRITINGS 



O F 



Mn Thomas Otway. 



THOMAS OTWAY, an eminent Trapc 
Writer m the feventecnth Century, was Son 
of the Rev. Mr. Humphry Otway, Reftor of 
Wolbeding in Suflex, and was born at Trottin in 
that County, on the 3d of March 165 1-2. He was 
educated at Winchefter- School, and became a Com- 
moner of Chrift-Church in Oxford, in the begin* 
ning of the Year 1669. He left that Univerfity 
without a Degree} and is faid to have removed thence 
A3 to 
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to. St John's-CoUege in Cambridge, which feenis 
very probable from a copy of Verfcs of Mr. Richard 
Diike to him, betw^n virhopi. there was always a 
ftrift Fricndfliip. He then went to London, where 
he not only applied himfelf to Poetry, but fome- 
times afted upon the Stage, in order to fupport him- 
felf; and afterwards by the Intereft of Charles Fitz- 
Charles, Earl of Plymouth, one of the natural Sons 
of King Charles 11. was made a Cornet of Horfe» 
in which Poft he attended the Englifli-troops, in 
1677, into Flanders. But he foon after returned 
thence in very neceffitous Circumftances, and ap- 
plied himfelf again to the bufmefs of Writing for 
the Stage. 

He died at the Sign of the Bull on Tower-hill, 
April 14th 1685, and was interred in a Vault under 
the Church of St. Clement Danes. 

Mr. Langbaine is of Opinion, that his Genius in 
Comedy lay a little too much to Libertinifin 5 but 
that in Tragedy he made it his bufmefs for the 
moft part to obferve the Decorum of the Stage, 
and th^t he was a Man of excellent Parts, and 
Jaily improved in Writing; though hefometimes fell 
into Plagiarifm, as well as others of his Contempo- 
raries, and borrow*d very freely from Shakefpear* 
Mr. Addifon's Charafter of him is greatly to his 
advaritage; he has foUow'd Nature, fays that incom- 
parable Critic, in the Language of bis Tragedy, and 
therefore Ihines in the paffionate Parts more than 
any of ©ur Englilh focts. As these is fomething 
i familiar 



of Mr. Thomas Otway. vii 

familiar and dominie in the Fable of his Tragedy,. 

moYe than in \h^ of any other Poet, he has little 

Pomp, but great Force in his Expreffions. For 

which reafon, though he has admirably fucceeded 

in the tender and melting Part of his Tragedies, he 

fometimes falls into top great a Familiarity of Phrafe 

in thofe Parts, which, by Ariftotle's Rule ought to 

have been raifed and fupported by the Dignity 

of Expreflion. It has been obferved by others, that 

this Poet has founded his Tragedy of Venice Pre- 

ferved, on fo wrong a Plot, that the greateft Cha- 

rafters in it are thofe of Rebels and Traitors. Had the 

Hero of his Play difcovered the fame good Qualities 

in the Defence of his Country, that he Ihewed for its 

Ruin and Subverfion, the Audience could not enough 

pity and admire him. But as he is now repre- 

fented, we can only fay of him, what the Roman 

Hiftorian fays of Catiline, that his Fall would have 

been glorious, had he fo fallen in the Service of his 

-Country. 

Mr* Charles Gildon fliles our Author " a Poet 
<« of the firft magnitude ;" and tells us, that he was 
a perfeft Matter of the tragic Paffions, and draws 
them every where with a juft and natural Simpli- 
city ; and therefore never fails to raife ftrong Emo- 
tions in the Soul : whereas Mr. Dryden, who affecfts 
a quite different Stile, and feldom or never touches 
the Paflions, for moft part of his time expreffed a 
very mean, if not contemptible. Opinion of our 
Poets though at laft, efpecially in his Preface to 

Du 
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Du Frefnoy, he declared in his Favour ; and yet 
even there could not but throw in fome Exceptions 
againft his DiAion. '* To cxprcfs," fays Mr. Dry- 
den in that Paflage, ** the Paffions, which are feat- 
ed in the Heart, by outward figns, is one great 
precept of the Painters, and very difficult to per- 
** form. In Poetry, the very fame Paffions and 
♦* Motions of the Mind are to be exprefled ; and 
•* in thisconfifts the principal Difficulty, as well as 
*• the Excellency of that Art. This (fays Du Fref- 
•* noy) is the gift of Jupiter ; and, to fpealc in the 
•* fame heathen Language, we call it the Gift of our 
** Apollo, not to be obtained by Pains or Study, 
** if we are not born to it. For the Motions, 
•* which are ftudied, are never fo natural as thofe 
** which break out in the height of a reaj Paffioii. 
** Mr. Otway poffefled this part as thoroughly as 
** any of the Ancients and Moderns, I will not de- 
** fend every thing in his Venice Preferv'd ; But I 
•* muft bear this Teftimony to his Memory, that 
«* the Paffions are truly touched in it, though per- 
** haps there is fomewhat to be de fired both in the 
** grounds of them, and in the height and elegance 
** of Expreffion. But Nature is there, which is the 
<< greateft Beauty." 

He was undoubtedly Matter of the moft afFedling 
Manner in expreffing the Paffions, and touched 
them with great Skill and Delicacy. I do not know 
of fuch another Inftance of this force as in the 
Play of the Orphan. This Tragedy is compofed of 
Perfonsj 

f \ 



of Mr. Thomas OtwAy. \% 
Perfons, whofe Fortunes do not exceed the Qua- 
lity of fuch as we ordinarily call People of Condi- 
tion: and without the Advantage of having the 
Scene heightened by the importance of the Charac- 
ters, his inimitable Skill in reprefenting the Motions 
of the Heart, and its AfFe(Slions, is fuch, that the 
Circumftances ate great from the Art of the Poet, 
rather than from the Fortunes of the Perfons reprc-, 
fented. The whole Drama is admirably wrought, 
and the Mixture of the Paffions, (raifed from 
Affinity, Gratitude, Love and Mifunderftanding. 
behVeen Brethren, lll-ufage from Perfons oblig*cl\ 
flowly returned by the BencfaSors, the whole 
grounded upon very probable Miftakep) keeps the' 
Mind in a continual Anxiety and Contrition. Thd 
Sentiments of the unhappy innocent Monimia are' 
delicate and natural ; fhe is miferable withoittGtiilt,' 
but incapable of living with a Confdoufiiefc of 
having committed an iir Aft, tho' her Inclinationc 
had no Part in it. It was only in Otway's Power, to; 
give thefe Diftreffes in Domeftick Life, Weight; 
enough to move the general Senfe of an Audience. 
And Mrs. Barry, the celebrated Aflrefs, ufed to fay,^ 
that in her part of Monimia (he never fpoke thefe 
three Words, " Ah I poor Caftalia !" without 
Tears. Upon which occafion Mr. Gildon obferves, 
that all that pathetic Force had been loft, if any 
more Words had been added \ and the Poet would 
have ftriven in vain to heighten them by the addition 
of Figures of Speech, fince the Beauty of thofe three 
* ^ plain 
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plain fimplc Words is fo great by the force of Nature 
that they mud: have been weakned and obfcured by 
the moft fhinifig Flowers of Rhetoric. 

The Faculty of mingling good and bad Charac- 
ters, and involving their Fortunes, feems to be the 
diftinguifhing Excellence of this Writer. He very 
well knew, that npthing but diflrefled Virtue can ' 
ftrongly touch us with Pity. Therefore in Venice 
Freierv'd, to make us have any manner of regard to 
the Confpiratort, he makes Pierre talk of redreiSng 
Wrongs, and* mention all the common*place ^ 
Malecontents, 

To fee the Sufierings of my Fellow-Creatures, 
And own myfclf a Man : To fee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a fliew 
Of Liberty, which yet they nq'er muft tafte of: 
They fey by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet whom they pleafe they lay in bafcft Bonds; 
Bring whom they pleafe to Infamy and Sorrow ; 
Drive us like Wrecks down the roughTide of Power, 
Whilft no Hold's left to fav^ us from Deftru6tion. 
All that bear this are Villains, and I one. 
Not to roufe up at the great Call of Nature, 
And check the Growth of thefe Domeftic Spoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us it's our Charter. 

Jaffeir's Wants and Diftreffes make him prone 
enough to any defperate Refolution, yet fays he j 

* 
But 
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when I think what Beividera feelt^ 
i Bitternefs her tender Spirit taftea of, 
m myfelf a Coward : Bear my Wcakaeti, 
^rowing thus my Amis abovt diy Neck, 
ly the Boy> and bkM>er in iby. Bofom. 

ifioi's Expcfiftuladoh afterwards is the Pidure 

I who are partial to ^eir own Merit, and gene- 
think a Reliih of the Advantages of Life it 

ence enough to enjoy them. 

[ me why, goodHeav'n, 

Ml mad'ft me what I sim, with all the Spirit, 

ring Tboi^bts, and elegant Defires 

et ffil l)ie happieft Man ? Ah ! rather why 

ft dioa not form me fordid as my Fate, 

sndnded) dull, and fit to cany Burdens f 

[qw dreadful is Jaffeir's Soliloqu]^, aftor he is 
ig*d in the Confpiracy. 

here ; and thus the Shades of Night around me, 
ok as if all Hell were in my Heart, 

I I in Hell. Nay, furcly 'tis fo wth me j— 
every Step I tread, methinks fome Fiend 
xkB at my Breaft, and bidft h not be quiet. 

heard how defperate Wrdtches, like myfelf, 
re wander'd out at this dead dme of Night 
meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk : 
5 Vm fo curft, that, tiio* of Heav'n forfaken, 
Mimfter of Dackneis cares to tempt me. 
11 HcU; wbjrfleepefttfaou) 
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In this Play, he catches our Hearts by intro* 
Jucing, if I may focall it, the Epifodc of Belvideja. 
Priva^ and public Calamities alternately claim our 
Concerns and fometimes we are againft the whole 
State foe die falcc -of brie diftreffed Woman, again 
w^ come to pui:felyes, .and recover our Senfes in 
behalf 6f a whole People iii danger. There is no^ 
a' virtuous Gharaft^r in the Play but that of Betuiderai 
ind yet fo wonJerfuiis the J'orije of the Author's 
Eloquence and Skill In mingling Vices and Virtues, 
and private with public Concertos, that the Riiffian 
on the Wheel is as much the Qbje^;of Pity, as if 
he ^ had been brought tp .that .unhappy Fate for 
fome brave ASion. I know not but :thefe Joofe 
Hints may improve the Tafte of the Readers of this 
Authoitj which is the fmcere Wifl\ of the Pubiiiher; 
for he is fenfible nothing can prevent the Sale of 
Mr. Otway's- Works, but Ignbrance of his Excel- 
lencies. 
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To the Right Honourable 



CHAR L E S, 

Earl o/^Middlesex. 



My LO RD, 

[AM fufficicndy fcnfible of my 

own Arrogance, that being al- 

moft a Stranger to every thing 

of you but your Fame, I durft 

obtrude fo abjedl a Trifle as this, under the 

Patronage of fo eminent a Perfon; but that 

generous Candour, wherewith you oblige all 

B 2 the 




DEDICATION. 
the World, gave me courage to hope ycm 
inighc at leaft pardon this firft Offence in 
me. And though, perhaps, the beft Prt- 
fents of this Nature may not be more tha|i 
brdhiary grateful ; yet I have hefe my 
Wifhes, if the Sincerity of my Zeal may 
atone for the Meannefs of the Offering : 
That is the fartheft Profpcdt I tsdce, which, 
whilft I have in view, I dare not (though per- 
haps as juftly as fome others have done I 
might) complain of . the "^Cenfufe* of tile 
World ; for fince I have heard that your 
Lordfhip proved indulgent, I were unworthy 
of the Favours you beftowed, fliould I be 
concerned at the Malice or Petulancy of 
thofe, who (alas !) will needs think it modifh 
to be critical, but in the mean while forget 
it is as gentle to be civil. No, my Lord; 
it is under your Umbrage only I would 
court Proteftion, to whom Heaven has given 
a Sou'l, whofe Endowments are as much 
above Flattery, as itfclf abhots it; and which 
are as impoffible to be defcribed, as I am 
unable to comprehend them. But as pooreft 
Pilgrims, when they vifit Shrines, will make 
ibme Prefents where they kneel : fo I have 
• . 4 herb 

N 



DEDICATION, 
fcere bfeu^ miae, by yem wm Gopd- 
nefs only made worthy to be preferved ; 
in whofe Defence J <:an fay nothing Hiore, 
than that with it aH my i)eft Endeavours 
are, and ever fhall be ready to teftify how 
much I am. 



JM^ LO R'i>, 



^m^ m^^ yoiot 



Ssrvfiints <md Aimtm^ 



Tho. Otway, 
B3 
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P R O L O G U E, 

Spoken by Mr. Harris. 



NEver did Rhymer greater Haxard run 
^Mgngfi us by your Severity undone : 
Tho* fwe^ alas / to oblige you ba'Oe done mofty 
And bought ye Pleafures at your dnjon fad Coft : 
Tet all our beji Endeavours have been loft. 
So oft a States-man laboring to be good. 
His Honeftfsfor Treafon underftood : 
Whilftfomefalfe flanging Minion of the Courts 
Shall play the Traitor^ and be honoured fte't. 
To you known Judges of tvhafs Senfe and Wit, 
Our Author fwears he gladly nmllfubmit : 
But there* s a fort of things infft the Pit, 
That ivill be <wittjy fpite of Nature tooy 
And to be thought fo,' haunt and pefier you. 
Hither fometimes thofe Would he-Wits repair ^ 
Ik queft of you ; iiuhere if you not appear ^ 
Cries out' ' Pugh / Damn me ivhat do ive do here ? 
Strait up he ft art Sy his Garniture then puts 
In order^ fo he cocks, and out heftruts 
To tP Coftee-houfe luhere he about him looks ; 
Spies Friend, cries Jack — Vve been to Night at th^ Duke's : 
They^ filly Rogues, are all undone, my Dear, 
J gad J not one of Senfe that Ifa^w there. ' ^ 

Thui 
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fhus U inmjilf he'd RipuiaiUm gmhtf 

Of Wtty and good Acquaintancej but has neither, 

Wit has indeed a Strarfgir been of Ute^ 

^Mongft its Pretenders nought fo ftrange as that. 

Soth Hpufes too too long a Faft hofve knonjon. 

That coarfeft Nonfenfe goes moft ghbly down. 

Thus tho* this TriJUr ne^ver tvrote before^ 

Tet faith he njentur^d on the common Score : 

Since Nonfenfe isfo generally allow* df 

He hopes that his mayfa/s amongfi the Croud. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

MEN. 

AgiSi Mr. Mtdburn. 

Alcihiades^ Generfd of Athens^ but fled 1 

thence in Diiconteftt^and made Gene- > Mr. Bitterton» 

ral of Spartq, b^t^Q^hed to Tim^ndr^ y 
Tijffaphirnesy the old General of Sparta^ Mr. SanforJ. 
fatrocluSf his Son, Friend to Akibiadti^ Mr* Crt^y* 
lUratnneti the now Athiuian General, \ w^ ri^^:^ 

in love with Timandra, \ ^* ^^^''• 

WOMEN- 

With Alabtadth \ '^ 

Tmandta, a noble Athenian Lady, be- 1 j^^3^ Butirton. 

trothed to Aktbtades^ j 

Draxilk, Sifter to Aicibtadex, a^d her 7 j^^.^ jj^^^^ 

Friend, J * ^* 

^rM^ Lady of Honour to the Queen 7 ^^^ g,^^^ 

of Sparta^ j 

Priefts and Pricftefles of Hymen, Spirits, Guards, Meffen- 
^ers, Villains, Ladies, y<r. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

S C E N E, A Palace. 

Enter Timandra and Dk^xihAp 
Shouts without, Tberamnes! Theramneii Thirmmtus^ 



Enter 



Servant. 




TI MJ ND RJ. 
HAT mean th^Te Shouts ? , 
SERF J NT. 

Oh all your Hopes vp croft, 
The Gallant Akihiai^s is lo^ 
TJMANDRJ. 

H^i!— . 
SERFJNT. 
——When laft Night the Youth of Athens late 
Rofe up' the Or^/tf to cekbrate. 
The Bacchanals^ ail hot and drunk With Wine, 
He led to the Almighty Thnnd'rer's Shrine, 
And fhere his Image feated on a Throne |^ 

They violendy took, and tumbled down: 
This Opportunity Theramnes got 
Tor^plant him> and his own Ends promote: 

B 5 fr- ^ 
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For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
. And that his Rival fliou'd ia all fucceed. 
But he, the threatning Danger to evade. 
Is to the Spartan Camp for JMbge? fled: 
And now, by Order from Uia Sijnajte, all 
With Shouts proclaim 7^^«»«^/ General. 

TIMJNDRA 
. But is he fled ? Has he ]fo meanly done. 
To leave me to^be -wretched here alene? 
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth f 
Oh too unkind, falfe, and unconftant Youth! [Ex, Ser'v^ 

. DRAXILLjt. 
Madam, believe not but my Brother's juft. 
You wrong his Honour by this mean Diftruft ; 
Think you that Dillance can his Love rebate? 
7IMJNDRJ. 
Thy yOung Experience never felt the Weight 
Of Lovers Fears ; if juft, he'll eafily 
Excufe that Love, that breeds this Jealoufy. 
DRAXIL.LJ. 
But, Madam, for thefe Doubts no Grounds yoa haye^ 

riMJNDRJ. 
Alas ! go ask of Mad-men why they rave. 
What more could Fate do to augment my Woe ? 
I love, am mad, and know not what I do. 

I, who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Love and Glory growing to Delight; 

Like Chymifts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are da(h'd and ruin'd in their height. 
DRAXILLA. 
Alas, we but with weak Intelligence 
Read Heavens Decrees ; th*are writ in Myftic Senfe^ 
Fo> were they open laid to mortdf Eyes, 
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities, 

Perhaps - 
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Perhaps the wiib Pov^Wi!6^gl^1St thi^ 
To give your grbwirt^ HJijipinf^ Allay ; 
Left (hould it in ife-Migh-Pe^SfAioii Coihc, 
Your Soul for the R#c<fjttibix^^ht^ant room. ' 
r IMANDRJ. 

Thy Reafons, kiiid DraxiUa, weakly move: 
What Woman e'er complaih'd of too much Lo\'e ? 
No, had I nak^ to the World been left. 
Of Honour and its gaudy Plumes bereft, 
Yet all theie I with Gladnefs could refign. 
So jfla'6iades had iUll been mine : 
But he remov'd, what can they give alone ? 
What is the Casket when the JeweTs gone ? 
DRAXIL LA. 

Madam, if he be gone, 'tis to obtain 
A nobler Luftre, and return again : 
Think you his great Soul could with Patience fee 
His rifled Honours heap'd on's Enemy ; 
And not his Rage have grown to that exceis. 
As mufi have ruin'd all your Happinefs? 
But he \vithdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did forg» 
Thofe little Toys, to gain a Heav'n in you. 
TJMANDRA. 

That Zeal mull needs be very weakand fiiint. 
That lets the Votary forfake his Saiht; 
No, he is happy in ibme other Flame, 
And from his Breaft has blotted out my Name : 
So that there nothing more remains for me 
But a kind Death, or a long Miiery. 
But Death alone's th*^ unhappy Lovei^s Eafe, 
That feals up to us an etenial Peace ; 
By that our Soiil^ to endkfs Pleafures move, < 
And we enjoy an everlaiHngXove. 
Yet e'er I die, as die I feel I muft, 
ToMcibiades I would be juft ^ 

Fai« 
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Fain wou'd I kt hkp koow how I rt^ign 
All in him, that ki$ pafi Vows had made mine ? 
Then to its Seat ia Peace my Sotd (hottld fly^ 
And calmly H V^y Lov^er's Feet Td ^e^ 
Draxilla, for thy Ffiead» whitt couldft thou do ? 
DRAXILLA. 
Madap) I could do any thing for you ; 
I know not what you'd ask me Pd deny. 
Except that cruel lhing> to fee you die. 

T I MAN BRA. 
Some fafe Diiguifes for as idien provide. 
From watchftl Eyes our fudden Flight to hide ; 
Hence to the spartan Camp Til f^Mlhwith move. 
Borne on the Wings of JcjSoiiiy and Love : 
For Yv^ refolv'd to know the worft of Fate ; 
I wou'd be bleft ; can be unfortunate ; 
Since 'ti* t^e only liWug of Heav'n I ^ave. 
To meet a faithful Lover, or a Grave, 

T H E R A M N E 8 at the Door^ 
THERAMNES. 
——Stay, kind PelyHJuSf here, 
Whilft I go pay my juft Devqtion there : [Stepping to Tiuu 
See faireil Queen of Love and Beauty, here 
Your faithfulled and liumUeil Worfhipper, 
Who comes to offer up a Sacrifke 
To thofe eternal Gloiies of your Eyes ; 
It is a Heart as fpotlefs and iincene. 
As the chafte Vows of holy Yellals aiB ; 
Accept, divine one, and pronounce my ]>eom. 
TIMANDRA. 
Are you, my Lord, to mock my Sorrows conci 

THERAMNES. 
No, (guided by my l^ve) I humbly came 

To pay my Duty, and pre^nt oqr I^kne* 

TIMAN* 
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■ TIMJNDRA. 

I WhatFlameorDvt^oanyoa'dweto^itl 
I TMEMJMNES. 

I Next whattkcHolfiA the Pci^, 
I When they Jv.Sdfiap at <lieAlla«imM; 
I Tis Adoration, MUxm, jainM with Love. 
TIMJNDftA. 
Love! I thought dutt had been e'er this o*er-Uown i^ 
Pm fore it had fiaaM Hopes (o Mre upon. 
THERAMNES. 
That Love» which only tediens Hopes fiiffadny 
Is a dolly eafy, and ignoble Pain: 
Mine's an enliv^ttng and tranfportingPire» 
Whofe Flaffics noeafey and ftih are piercing higher. , 
riMANDRA. 
Yes, as imuk Piles fame wflder Flames e^ 
To mount, botlMlied part in Fames away; 
So all that Love, you now ib ib^ongf y boaft, 
Sever'd from Hope, in a weak Vapour's loft. 
But you too orgeat in yoar Aiit iq^pear. 
rUEllAMNES. 
Oh what's too urgent for a Joy h dear ! 

riMANI>RA. 
Since then you Conifaucy lb firmly vow. 
Worthy Thtramnu^ here I do (b tocf. \Gi*oii her hand* 
THERAMNE^. 
Thus when the 8terms ef Love are over-paft. 
We gain the wiiht-for port of BUfs at kfl. 
I h^er co«(id doubt—— \;Kifes her Hand. 

TIMAKDRA. 

—Then know I ne'er can ceafe 
From my vow^d Love Xx^ Alcibiades. 

THERAMNES, 
I'm lofty and all thofe Joys I f^w fo near» 
Vaoflhy and leave me wandring in Defpair : 

Thusj 
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Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelcy y*avc fhown, 
Raifing zne up only to throw me down. 
TlMJNDRjf. 
Not to deceive yon, V{Tlnramnes) know 
How much I am oblig'd fyour Love and you. 
Since you fucti ample Kindnels did exptefs. 
In &vour of my Alcibiadesi 
How poorly did yon envy the Efteem 
I for his matchlefs Virtues had, and him ! 
When finding him abandon'd by the State, 
You to advance your Int'reft, did create 

New Fends, 

As if my Love were balanced by his Fate : 
No, he had nobler Charms my Breaft to move, 
Unblemifli'd Honour, and a fpotlefs Love ; 
Which tho' perhaps now ki^ow another Flame, 
Yet I have Love and Paffion for their Name. 
THERjiMNES. 
Am I then of all Hopes oi Bliis debarr'd ? 
Oh too fbft Charms fway'd by a Heart too hard \ 
TIMANDRJ. 
Y'are fomething di&ompos'd. Sir, I perceive. 
And 'tis but Modefty to take my L^ave. 
THERJMNES. 
Oh ftay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate ! 

TIMANDRJ. 
If Pity, Sii", is all you ask, take that. 

THERAMNES. 
Heavens, can ihe at thofe Chains ihe gave me CqoSI , 

T2MANDRA. 
You at your Pleafure, Sir, may fhake 'ena off. 

[Exeunt Tim. atui Drax* . 
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I Enter P o L y N D u s. 

I POLXNDUS. 

^ How fares my noblcft Friend i 

JHEfi4MNES. 
— — As thofe witp ac& , . 

Tott'ring upon the brinks of dire De(pair ^ 
Help and retrieve me with th' aMing Hand^ 
Love thru& me forward, and I cannot fUnd. 
POITNDUS. 
Then, Sir, turn back, and Face your driving Foc^ 
THER4MNES. 
- Alas ! what can a fetter'd Captive do ? 
The more I ibive, the fader I am bound. 
As ignorant Swimmers are with f!ruggling drown'd. 
POLTNDU^. 
Tinuuidra (urcly can't in Honour lefs. 
Than crown your Love with profperous Succe(s; 
When fhe believes (as certainly Ihe muft) 
That Alcibiades is prov'd unjuft. 

THE.RJMNES. 
Alas, ihe loves him with much greater Flame^ 
And pays Devotion to his very Name ^ 
Diflance adds to their Loves a Violence, 
And their Souls hold. from far Ijatelligence. 
Thus my miilaking Policy out-runs 
My Fate ; and I'm by my own Plots undone* 
POLTNDUS. 
Why do you let your Soul be fo opprefl ? 
Tis Patience bed befits a gallant Breaft. 
THERAMNES. 
Patience ! What^s that? tlie Miibefs of tame Fools ; 
Thlat can in nothing elfe employ their Souls: 
No; fince Vtmandra^ thou canft difapprove 
My juft Flaxbe, for an abfent Rival^s Love^ 
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rU £nd that Rival oot» and (hatch his Breath, 
Tho* tv^ry Step I tread encounter Death. 
POtrNDUS. 

Now» Sir, /are brave 
Already yoaVe diftrm^d Timtuuhn^t Channs, 
Methinks I iee yop xev'ling in her Arms ! 
Let's then oW Wing? of Love and Honour fly 
To th' Field, and neet t(i' infulting Enemy ; 
Where thro' the Paths of Death and Blood we'll go 
To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe : 
There the Remen^rance of Timandra^s Charms, 
Shall add frefh .Courage to your conquering Arms. 
But if Fate the Sucoeis ib order (h^l^ 
That by your Rival's Sword you chance to fall : 
I then (as Honour jnftly will command) 

Infpir'd by Fri<;nd(hip 9nd Timanire^% Name, 
Will bravely ilem him, and with this bold Hand 

Revenge or fall a Viftim to your Flame. 
THERJMNES. 

Oh noble generous Youth f whofe tender Years 
Such gallant Courage and fuch Honour wear ! 
How can my Aims but in my Wif}ie$ end, [Embraces hi 
That have fb worthy and fo brave a Friend ? 
Come my Poljfpjus' > * ■ ■ 

.POLTtlDUS. 
■On my Friend I'll wait. 
Thro' all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate. [Exem 

S C E N E ir. The Tent of a Pa<iiilUcn Royal; t 
King and Queen ^Sparta, Alcibiades, TisSi 
PMERNES, Patroclvs, Guards^ Ladies^ ScC. 

KING. 
NoWmuft j>roud 4them Jay her Triumphs dpwn» 

And pay her GIo#y*s Tribal? ^ V^^ Cipwp : 
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•e fhaU :^i4 Grsscs hv F«ttert wear, 
itl^ diiadvantagCQiu Peaoe for §oat ; 
.e herielf mull in Sabjef^on come, 
hambly at my Peet expe^ ker Doom* 

TISSJPHERNES, 
;s. Sir ; all Qlories mu&p wlien yonre bnak fbftb, ^ 
ut, and lofe thyeir Beauty, and their Worth ; 
like falfe Aqgels va,ni(h aqd be gone, 
ding thofe Shapes they darik be^re pnt on. 

PJTROCLUS. 
'hefUt the World's great MtlUefi, will not be 
rted with low and vulgar Gallantry $ 
Glory aims at higher Ch^u^^^xv, 
in heavy Gown-nien clad in formal Furs : 
wins her. Deeds 'bove common Pate vctA \ 
i {o (he's only Mi^fs fit for yqa* 

KING. 

Yes f And I only will enjoy her too* 
Bat noble genereas Yputh, thou ^aft flon^ [9Vi 
Things worthy ^e Athtn^ Vfmf^W 4oi>t : 
Thoa like a tow'rii^ Slagle ioftrd'ft »bcwe ' 
That lower.Orb in w^ch th^ Aindy puwie^ 
A Flight too high ^at ^\f doSi Souls to de^ 
Which prompted ^m that HoiUHir tp nbofci 
Thinking their BaieneA t^fy ikiigiift falliite. 
With the dark Q^ci of PoK^ »d Saie« 
But let them thati>lack Mjf^ery puHiie, 
By Worth and Honour En^ipir^s greateft ^gmr% 
Which when abns'd^ their QJory doea ia^tbt 
As revers'd Pro^peds make the Objea leis. 
ALCIBIABES, 

Yours, Sir, like Heaven's great Spql, is general ; 
Difpenfipg its kind Influence on aU. ' 
This makes Succeis and Vi^pry repair^ 
Tp move with you as in their proper Sphere ; 

Aa 
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As fragant Dews leavte the corrupter E'artli, 
Exhal'd by the Sun, from whom they have their ] 
KING. 

The Tmth of that we by yowf Laurels know, 
Conqueft your Arms, Triumph ftill waits your Bro 
By yoET Succefs th* Athenian Greatncfs rofe. 
Your Courage fcatter'd their infulting Foes ; 
And from that Height to which by you they're gro 
'Tis your Succefs alone muil throw them down. 
Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force ; 
And all thofe Honours you were robb'd of there. 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. 

TISSJPHERNSS. 
And I (if that my Malice tell me true) 
As dHigeiitly fhall his Plagues purfue. [. 

JLCIBI4DES, 
\ Of all my Courage or my Sword fhall do, 
1 the Succefs muft to your Virtue owe, 
fflie Honour and the Juflice of your Caufe 
So glorious are» Fate muft from them take Laws : 
• So you 6'tt Athens this advantage have. 
You Fortune nde, to whom Ihe's but a Slave. 
KING. 
Enjoy, my Tlffafhemes^ now thy Eafe, 
And plant ftcfli Lauteb in the' Shades of Peace, 
The Glories thoo haft woti fo numerous are. 
They feftm as many as thy Age can bear. 
But if thy Sptdous Soul thou canft confine 
Within this narrow Manfion of mine, 
' Be this the utmoft of thy Wiflies bound, 
Poflefs his grateful Heart, whofe Head tli'ft crown 
. T IS SAP HERN E^. 
Heav'n knows my Age does feel no (harper Stii 
Than to want Power to ferve fo good a King. 
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j But fince Time tells me that my, glafs is roiiy 
, I Setting me backward where I firft begun ; 
^ Since no way elfe they can theij^ Duty fhow, 

(I'll only employ my Hands to Heaven for you : 
And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 
\ KING. 
How truly he a glorious Monarch is. 
That's crown'd with Bleflings fo fublimc as the(el 
^ I How can I but in all chings happy be, 
Propt by fuch Courage and fuch Piety ? 
To me, with Gods, Similitude is giv'n ; 
'Tis Power and Virtue that fupports their Heaven* 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 

>T'alai*m it to Obedience, or to War, 
To-morrow muft decide th' Athenian Fate, 1 Exeunt all 
^'^ \ This Day to Joy ^nd Eafe we'll confecratc. J tut Tif. 

ITISS AP HERNES, 
Ungrateful King ! thy (hallow Aims purTue; 
But, my briik upftart Favourite, have at yoa* 
Was it for this my adlive Youth I.fpcnt^ 
In War ? and ilnew no Dwelling but 4 Tent f 
Have I for this thro' invious Moupitains paft ? 
Demolifh'd Cities, and laid Kii^gdoms waile ? 
Still in his Caufe unwe^'d Coqrage fliown ? ^ 

And almoft hid his Head .ii^ jQ^vfi^ I won I 
Upon my Breaft receiy'd k ^lany ^caifs,: 
They feem a War defcrib'd Ja Charafiers ? 
And muft the Harved of my Toil and Blppd, 
Upon a fewning Rebel be bellowed ? 
Wh6 having falfe to his own Country been. 
Comes here to play his Treafons p'er again ? 
Mufl'he at lafl tumble my Trophies down. 
And revel in the Glories I have won ? 
Whilft from my Honours they me difengage. 
With a dull Compliment to feeble Age. 

What 
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What alls diis hardy Hand, that yet it fhou*d 

Tremble at Death, or ftart at reeking blood ? 

Methinks this Dagger I as firmly hold, [Dra-wr a Dagger, 

And with a Strength as refolute and bold. 

As he who kindly would its Point impart, 

A Prefent to an envy'd Favourite's Heart ; 

And I, food Yonth^ will try to work thy Fall, 

Tho' widi my own I crown thy Funeral. 

Envy and Malice from your Manfions fly, 

Refign your Horror and your Snakes to me : 

For ril adk Mifchiefs yet to you unknown ; 

Nay, you ihall all be Saints when I come down. {Exit* 
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SCENE,^-^ Grw^ adfomt^to tb$ Spartan G«J?^ 

Enter Timakdra i»k/ Draxilla. 

7 IMANnRJ: 

WHAT oncouA Roads affliaed Lovers pafs ! 
How ilringe, prepoft'rOuaSteps their Sorrows trace ! 
Oh, Alcibiadesi if thou art juft» 
Forgive th* Excefs of Love that b^icd Diftroft, 
Driven by that, difgais'd I hither cairie. 
Yet here and ev'ry where my Grif' s the fame. 
But kind DraxiUd*% Frien<&hip can di/pel 
The thickeft jCloads that oh fad Bofoms dwell : 
That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 
My wearyM Soul a foft and kind Reprieve ; 
Which ever to forget would be as hard, 
<Mnd as impoifibley ds to reward. 

DRJXILLA. 
The ferving you, my Happinefs ieeures, 
Pm only fomething by my being yours ; 
Since equally with yours, my Hopes were croft. 
When in your Lover I a Brother loft ; 
Then like an Orphan, deftitute and bare 
Of all, but Mifery and fad Defpair, 
" Your Kindnefs gave my yielding Spirits Reft, 
And rais'd me to a Dwelling in your Breaft : 
Then ought I not, in all, my Soul reiign. 
To eafe her Griefs that kindly pity'd nine ? 

TIM AN' 
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TIMJNDRJ. 
In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. 

DRjSXILLA. 
And Honour tells me Gratitude 13 due. 

TIMANDRA.' 
But how grows Gratitude to that degree. 

To be afliided thus and weep for me ? 
DR AX ILL A, 
Alas ! that is the lead that 1 could do ; 

To our worft Enemies our Tears we owe. 

Friendihip to fuch a noble height (hquld riie. 

As their Devotion does in Sacrifice^ 

Who think they fhew a Zeal remifs and finally 

Except themfelves as nobler Vidlims fall. 

With as great Courage could I for you die. 

And my triumphant Soul to Heaven ihould ^y i , 

There I again my Friendihip would renew. 

And lay up chiefeft Joys in llore for you. 

^ IMAN D RA. 
What vaft and boundlefs Flights does Friendihip take \ 
Beyond what Search can fee, or Fancy track ? 
'Tis the Improvement of the Part Divine, 
When Souls in their feraphic Tranfports join ; 
In Souls united, fo we Friendfhip fee. 
As many Glories make a Deity. 

£»/^r Alcibiades frem the hack part of the Scenes, 

DRAXILLA. 
Madam, yonder he comes who muft retrieve 
Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive, 
' T IMANDRA. 
My Alcihiades ! how I begin 
To think my mifplac'd Jealoufy did fm ! 
Go meet him, feem all troubled and in Tears, 
And with the Tale I Uught thee wound his Ears : 

Mean 
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Meau wbBe I will withdraw my&lf thb way. 
Nor would my fwdling Paffipns let me Hay. 

[Goes tc the Dm. 
ALCIBIJDES. 
What airy Vifions o^er my %es there move. 
Like the good Genius of an abfent Love f 
Where-e'er I turn jnc^ I methinks eipy 
Timandrdz Image (bftly gliding by. 
Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach. 
To msdce 'em fancy what they cannot r^acb* 
For Oh, Divine One ! 

How fickly Joys, Honour and Greatneis grant, 
Whca thee the Glory of my Soul I want ! 
DRJXILLJ. 
My Lord !■ 

ALCIBIADES. 
Guard me, ye Pow'rs ! Draxilla here, 
And creeping too ! Oh my prophetic Fear ! 
Whac is't your troming here would feem to tell? 
Rf late, oh quickly, is my Princefs well ? 
DRAXILLA, 
Oh Sir! In that unhappy fatal Night, 
When to the Sfartan Camp you took your Flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove. 
Both to foHake your Country and your Love; 
Timandra, and myfelf, as we were (at 
In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate ; 
No fooner, with fad Jealoufies opprefl» 
Her wearied Soul in Sleep fought after Reft, 
But Grief new Scenes of Mifery brought in. 
And plaid in Dreams its Horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes her tender Arms ihe'd forward ftretch. 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch : 
Wcary'd with Grief, (he tiien would milder be. 
And in a hollow Sigh fend out, Ah me ! 
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At laft ihe ro&> mti ^of'tKie C^uhbei' wklk't ; 
Sometimes ihe ftarmd* thieiv4(ood IKH sind talkt: 
A^^OR sei^ettibtii^ fhort and pithy Fr&y'r; 
Again grow wild, &d tdu* lAr'fii^^o^ Hair ; 
TiU having -fe ^W»^h«^ lSbi*eV W^tettteij^^^ 
That her Soul gweW tStio^^dm tek ihtWelpLt j. 
Ere I my Courage. Wil^dtfika, Wgd 
And give a Hindranodr.ifo «!Wi-f8tM Bib*', 
She with cHerDt^r^bbM^'lvfeHbff,^^^ Mi, 
Thus dy*d -tiwtimdi^f fliat -dritappy M^d, 
JLCISIADSS. 

Ye Godrfl Ig*t th^ yottt-JiifhVyoil dtfperife. 

To lay th' Reward oif Griilt tjh iiiridteifctf ? 

What tho' thefe raci41eg;ieu» fiahds h^e thrown , 
Your Images, thofe pageant Glories", down ^ 
Muft you Revenge on heV-Hov*^ tr^isftr ? 
You might have plagu'd nte. To y*ad pity'cl her. 
But thus ril fend my Sod, whe^e it may tell 
She lovM too raflily, htxt liot lov'd too well : 

[Offers tofalt'<ni his Bnvord^ tut is himdcr'd hy DiraxII 
Oh Sifter! do not fikider me my i!)e^th ; 
Sighs arc the only Ufe Pvt Ifeft df Breath : . 
One Blew wiH put an end to GHef and me. 

• ^^/^ T I M A N D R A. 

. 7IMAUBRA. 
That, Sir,' you mufi not do, nor muft I fee* 

[Alcibiad<^y?tfi 
Why fly ydu back ? Nay, \£ you (hun me now, 
I fliall grow^ apt to think my Fears too true. 
AZCISTADES. 
Oh Heavens ! doe^s flich my dear Timandra live! 
The Joy's too iftlghty fbr* me to receive 5 
This was the gre^teft 6llfs Heaven had to give. 

^ H 
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Till fo, by ott ff ■ > t ■ 
ThcSr full grown j^» rtedte a htfff Birth, 
As Planets in tlieir'ltii^ Conj^naiom bleft the Earfi. 
"- ALCIBTADBS. 

Then, my 7%«nm^^ co^tir Blifilat*^ fly. 
There's but one Minata mate to EcftaTy. {fjwavir. 

0\ my a^^W^^t vhitiief iball I tiini I 
I*m all o'er Fiapi^f in ev'iy Pan I baro^ 

Your M^e% ■ ■ ■ 

— FooU Majefty! what's that? 
Th* ill-natur'd Pageant Mockcay of Fate; 
When her ungratafal fjKUtive PqwV flue'd fliow, 
Raifing us big^ - i ■ ■ ■■ 
To bar us of the Benefits below. 
But I'll her fervile Policy dcfpife^ 
And make her Hoop to Love's great Viaorics. 
Th' Almighty Pow'r of Heav'n came down from thejoce. 
To tafte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence : 
Why then (hould Princes» that are Gods below, , 
Think that a Sin which Mesw'n is proud (odo? 
ARBEILA. 

Btit, Madamf k it not a cruel thing 
T'abufe a loving HuOiand, and kind King ? 
^UJSEN. 

Dull Girl, thou know'ft not what a Huiband is : 
Alas, they never i-each the height of Blifs, 
But ignorantly i^th I*ove's Magick play. 
Till they rai^ Spirits Acy want Pow'r to lay* 
In that brave Alciiii^ there fwana 
So many Graces, hps d| ovev Cham i 

^ch 
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^nch killing Airs la C9ck pan of him m/vn,^ 
His Brows dart Ms^e^^^ and bit Eyca hove: 
OlLiao^ JMldh I am loft iA TkpQgktl 
I fain would lM«re tl ^ ■ y et 'tii £die, Fd not. 

. MadMif yoar Roj^al Pleafiiie but relate^ 
I'll be as faithfel, and as 6rm aa f^tc 
3U££N. 
Art thoa thei| ikilfiiria Love^ fofatle Aits, 
Cunningly to lay Aabnftades for Hearts f 
Canft thoa expfcft a nseltii^ kind Dafire, 
And give a feeling Draagiit Q£Lc3nr€*s toft Pire? 
JRDEILJ. 
Madam, To fabt*]y I'll his Heart betray* 
As one, who by fome great Magician's FowV, 
li hurry'd thro' the Regions in an Hoor, 
And for Return again can find no way^ 

My better Anjel I Fly them fwnft as Tiaie, 
Or Thought; thoo ^ain'H a Queen ia gaining him* 
But ufe fuch fecrecy as Aoll'n Loves fiiould have» 
Be dark as the ha£bt Silence of the Grave, 
ARDELLJ. 

Madam, difouft not but that 1 fhall do, > 

Both what is to yoor Love and Honour due. 
f^UESN. 

Honour ! a very Word ; an empty Name ! 
How dully wretched is the Slave la Fame ! 
Give me the Soul that's large and unooofin'd ; 
Free as the Air, and boBntUefs as the Wind : 
Nature was then in her find ExceUmco, 
When undiftuirbM wit^ Jivny C^nftionecu 
Man's Sacrifice was Pleaforej hi& God, Senie. 
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£«/fr T I s S.A P « B R ir E 8.^ 
TISSAPHBRNBS. 
Madaniy by the King^s Comtnand I*ni to you ^entt. 
Who attends your'Royal Preiencein liis Tent. 
^UEEN. 

I go [Exit Qoeeit and Ard. 

rUSARHERNES. 
——Now all is ripe, tnethinks I (et 
Treafon waljc hand mJuuid witk Deftiay, 
Andvboth in a*, kind Aipedl. ifqile on me, 
I^ow the whol^ CoQ^t procp^ds to {blemnize 
The Nuptials of proud AUibiudes ; 
Where ev ry thing does as I'd wiih eombine» 
To give a happy End to my Defign. 
It is the Cuitom at a Marriage Feaft, 
The Bridegroom— 

With a full Bowl prefents his chiefeft Gueftw 
The Cupsy by my great Secrecy and Care> 
With ib-ongeft Potion aU infedted are : 
Which when our AUibiades (hall bring. 
And offer as his Duty to the King, 
The Poifon and his fudden Death will ieem 
Fully a traiterous Defign in him. 
Then muft the Crown defcend on me, and fo 
I feaft my Rjtge, and my Ambition too. 
Let Coward Spirits, ftart at Cruelty, 
RemorfehasftiUaStranger been to me. 
I can look on their Pains with the fame Eyes, 
As Priefts behold the falling Sacrifice. 
Whilil they yell out the Horrors of their Moans, 
My Heart fhall d^nce to th' Mufick of their Groans. \Exiu 
^ Enier C ATT Aiv df the GuarM. • 

' ; CAPTAIN. 

Look that your Care and Diligence be great. 
See the Guards doable, and each Cenfnelfet. >^ ^ .[v&r//. 

lit 
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The Sam drawn^ ' difiti^irrtbt Tenff a PaviU§u\ in I 
I an Altar ^ heb^U^ nkbkk are fiateJ tbi Kang ami ^men 

^^ I attinded by Tr%tk1Hi%%VE%^ 2 ArUiOChvs, anJ the rej 
I tftbiCaa^i ab^ut thi Altar ftand fivnd FrUftt §j 
I Hymen. / ^ 

^Atil KING. 

Each Day brit^'fome Ssrprize of Pleafare, here 
Love vies his TriiiQiphs with the God of iWar* 

J^ix^PfJe/j rf Hftteti danot 
Tbe Dance ended, Enfer CMef Ftiefi aiid'trieftefi eftiy 
men, P'riefi leading Ti li A N D R A/ and tbe PHefle/ 
Alcibiades. . 

PRlESTJing,. 
Diftrafling Jealoufics and hears, 
Heart breaking Sobs and reiUefi Tears^ 
Fly to the Breads that are 
Wrackt with Defpair : 
In this, 

PRIESTESS. 
Of this, 

CHORUS. 
No Tears bat thofe of Joy, no Pantmgs bat of Blifi. 

PRIESTESS. 
Yes, yes, by Love alone we fee 
On earth the Glories of a Deity : 
For 'tis the greateft Work above. 
To be Innocent, and Love. 
Thofe then that flame fo nobly here. 
What ravifhing Delights mull they have there ! 
CHORUS. 
S;dt I Who on Earth to their Honour are jaft, and their Lqv( 

Muft reap the chief Bleffings above. 
PRIEST. 
Let's then proceed, and Hymen* s Aid implore, 
gxi^. I To joio thofe Hands whofe Hearts were link'd before. 
<[h\ C 3 PRIES'! 
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PRIESt, 

Agreed. 

TRIESTESS. ' 
Agreed. 
PRIEST. 

Agreed. 

CHORVS. ' 
. ifymeM, nk iifmin^ come a^ay, 
Crown the Wiflies of this Day. 
See, fee thefe pure refin'd D^fircs 
Wait at thy Torch, wait at thyTorch, to improve their Firctw 

IVbilft this Chorus isfinging^ Hymen inters <witb lUs Twrcb^ 
and joins ihiir Hands ^with a JVreatb of R9/U9 lAfbieb 
the Prieftefs ftfikis 'witb her Sfear and bnaks^ tbtm tbe^ 
sffer both farts upon the Jltar. 

This Ceremony endHf^ 4 Danci isftrfirtrtd by four Prteft$ 
and Priefteffes of Hymen, all carrying in Mt M^nds 
Jhort Spears mufi^d'with fhwrs and Boughs of Fruit : 
after yMdh -a Bond is ^^ugbt in^ and frtfinted tp 
AtciBiADBs, ijisbo immediate itpon the Receit bonjus ts^ 
the King, *who de/cJtnds fa/rthfksQ^fOi^ tsndmei'vet 
the Bowl of hinsi then fie aks. 

KING. 
To ihew how fWa a Reverence I have 
For ev*ry thing that loyal is and brave« 

[DraiAfing near to Tiilaphernes* 
This fignal Honoor pnly due to me> 
^has» Tiffapbernes^ I confer on thee.[^r^// bim tbi BowL 
TISSJPffERNES. 
Cbnfufioa! What means this^ 

KING. 
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kiNG. 

Nny, do noi fiar^ 
It 15 die Qfiering of a gratefU Heart : 
Come drink to fach a Depth as may exprefi 
Thy Wifhei lor tkeir JQ7» aad ^/«r/4f's Happiiie6» 
TISSJPHERNBS. 

I miift obey your Majefty'-«<— 
[Pfffm^ U drimk^ lets fail tbt Mo^^ rndfitm 
UfwwH hackm 
PJTkOQLUS. 

Alas, my Father! 
KINO. 
■ M ■ 4e \ H ow feres oar worthy Friend f 
Hence quickly, for oar chief Phyficians fend. 
So mnch this aged Hero I efteem, ' 

I rather coold part with my Crown than U«. 
mSJPHtktfSS. 
My Health, Sir, needs no other help than this, [faiutfy. 
That yoa will pardon its Infirmities. 
The Wine was of fo ftrong an Excellence^ 
Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senfe. 

Alarum witbeiu. Enter OPFicia. 

OFFICER. 
Dread Sir, your Camp th' Jiheman Force alarms : 
Without the City Gates th' app^ in Arms, 
And with a numerous and wariilce Train 
Begin their March upon the neighboring Plain* 
Their bloody Eniigns all difplay'd appear. 
And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air, 
Loofly they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
Seem to falute the Sun-beams in their way: > 
Whilft their flirill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Mufick they'd charm Victory. 

C 4 And 
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And this triumphant Pride doe»^ higher grow. 
That they may make a Conquefl fit for yoa, 

-^:. : -"-K^m^ "^' ■ "-'^-' 

*Tis well ; ev'ry Battalia reinforce 
With my late Frefli Supplies of Fcr/an Horie. 
Their Fate no longer Will -delay endure-; 
Prepare to fight 'era in this very Hour. 
I'd have this Day hereafter famous be. 
For the Renown of Love and ViAory. [Shouts from afar. 

Enter another Officer, 

2OFFICER. 
The Enemy, Sir, docs on the Plain appear. 
And with re-ecchoing Shoutings pierce the Air, 
KING. 
So BeafU decaeed for Slaughter, e'er they fall* 
With their own Bellowings ring their Funeral. [Exnnt, 




ACT 
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4 

ACT III. S C E N E L 
SCENE the Camp. 

Enter Tissaphernss* 

TISSJPHERNES. 

CURSE on my niggard Stars; they were fo poor^ 
That my Revenge prov'd greater than their Pow'rj • 
My Fury had begot fb vaft a Birth, 
Fate wanted Strength enough to bring iffbrth. 

[Trumpefs afitr'^yeunJ a Charge^ 
That fprightly Sound darts fiercely thro' my Soul. 
Oh that I might one Minute Fate controul I 
Could but command one happy fktal Dart» 
To fend itfelf into the General's Heart. 

' Enter K i n & and Qv %M v attended^ 
KING. - 

Thus muft piosd Scatesiabniit/!^en:Monarchs dainii: 
They govern in a rnde difordim'i Fif^e, 
As Stars in a. dim Senate rule the Night, 
But vaniih at the Sun's more potent Light.. 
Athens now feels the Fury of my Heat; 
A Pow'r like tjieixs, diyided,. can't be great:. 
It may tnmaltuous and numerous fhow. 
But ne'er contrad to give a fteady Blow.. 

:. Ii» States, thefe monftrons many-headed Fow^f^ 
Their private Int'reft pnblick Good dcvoiuca«. 

C 5 Tr» 
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Tis true, when in their Hands a Rale they gain. 
They know to nfe that Power» not maintain. 

Seem dreadful; but when by fome jufter Force 

Opposed ^— 

Eadi his own Saftrty ieelcs, and (hrmlcft away. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
You, Sir, have v^nqniSi'd Emperors* £ettef^d Kh 
States are fuch mean and defpicable Things, 
Compar'd with other Glories fxve fubdn'd* 
Their Conquefl Teems but a foft Interlude. 

[Trumfets frvm fiar fiund a R 

Enisr a Messenger. 
MESSENGER. 
This Minpt^f Sir, your Glories are compleat^ 
Theroutod iinemy makes a faint Ketreat: 
Viftory, blufhing they no more could do, 
With a full Wing direds her Flight to you. 
KJNQ. 
Thus, Deidama, sure our Wilhes crown*4i 
Love and Renown in the iame .Sphere go round : 
Our laftii:^ JiOi^ drgw lafting Vidories, 
Whilft Couni^ takes his Flame from Beauty^s Eye: 

£^«rfr /mo/i6rf Mb«9 B N e fi n. 

^ . , .s^r ^. MES^MNQER. . 

Thus hourly, Su*, freih ^^^rics you recdvt/ 
J^hgns no more*s your Enemy, but Slave. 
Like die 4d Ruitkstff aJEfditicane, 
Their tatter'd Troops ait fcaW*d o'er die PhiSti, 
And in diibrderd'Fdrtie^^lnakeshvBy; 

jtfNGl ' "" V- 

Rcbte, how we&t die BdfeeK «r thi^ 9qr f 
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MfiSSBNGEJt. 
Brave Mcihiiules hat Wonderi done. 
Ne'er greater Coorage wfs in Sfaici^ fl»owii. , 
Troops were not able to withAand kit Shocks 
Like Tbander from a Cknid liis Piuy broke 
On all his Enemks; and like that too» 
Death and Amazement did attend each Btow. 
Long doubtful Fortnne daliyfd on her Whes^ 
And neither ieem'd to move it» nor ftand (titt> 
TiU at the M the brave Ftljm^ks fell. 
His Lofs did fo amase the Enemy 
Tlmt in diforder they began to Ay, 
Yet brave Tberamnes rally'd in tl>eir Head; 
Tho* fo theif Fate wai bnt awhile dehiy'd. 
For by our Gep'ral he was captive made. 
At which again they did their Flight renews 
>Vith Numbers too fb tatter'd and fo few. 
It had been Barbarifm to pnrfue. 
Then fair Timamk^h who from far had beta 
An anxious Laoker on thb Tragic Scene, 
With all the hafie Joy oonld, or Love fibrd. 
Flies to congratulate her conqu'king Lord; 
Now bmk in Iblemn ttimnph this wiay mot«. 
To crown your Gkriet as yon crown'd their I^M^ 

Mian AiiCiBXAPts', l^ATnoexvs,Ti>fANDiLa» 
and THfitAMNas Prifiner, 

[AlciUedef iM^ '# A6r King. 
. ..- - KJNQ. . , 
Sir, of your Bra/iy J['v« alj«ady,hf^» 
So much above the P0w9r.«CIV»warA} 

^HlHOfe np ackqowledgaents to yo^ 

Kkp 
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Rife, Sir, and give thii Ceremony •'«!, 
The Poflure ill becomes a Conqueror. • * [Akib. 
ALC I B lADES. 
Conqu'rors that are triumphant in the Field, 
Muft at their Monarch's Feet Uietr Trophies yield ; 
For all thofe Glories which their Conqoefts daim^ 
They only hare fubofdiaate from them. 
Thus, tho* my Sword this Captive has overcome. 
It is from yon he muft exped his Doom. 
THERJMNES. 
Yes, and in this you have o'ercome him too. 
He cannot talk. Sir, h^ib faft as you: 
Curfe, tho* I am your Priibaer, I hate 
To hear your Pride upbraid me with my Fate. 
ALC IB IAD ES. 
Why, Sir, was't not my Favour that you live ? 

THERAMNES. 
No; for I hate that Life your Hand did give. 

Know, had your Fate been mine ' — 

I ihould have urgM kind Deftiny more home. 
And there have reyeird. Rival, in your room. 
ALCIBIADES. 
Sir, for your Ix>ve, you fhew but weak Pretence, 
When all your Arguinents are Jbfolence. 
Whence does it (pring f 

THERAMNES. 
■ From whence your Blifs you draw. 

Love, that ne^er c!og*d his Profelytes with Law. 
I loi^d this ^r One firft^,'aild.ydfi muft know 
rU love her flill, and what's all ^at to you I 
A^LtriBfADESi 
This Rudcnefi, Sirr my Fury^iati'ft engage : 
You are iU manaer^'a«d>h6aiatkiDf ft>(t^, \ 
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THEkAMNES. 
Bat-know, Fll foUow Ibll my Hate to thee; 
Nor (hall my Chains obftnia thy Deftmy : 
Thou didil fiippkiit me in Timtouka% Love, 
For which 1 gave thy Gloiies a> Remove;' 
And on thy ^mns made myielfdMne great: 
But fince my Wiihes Fate woold ndt compleat^ 
My Fury with my Fortune (han't decreafe, 
ril (lill purfue thy Life and Happinefs; 
By all Dcfpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall defign. 
Till in thy Blood I write Timmulra mine. 
ALCIBlAhES. 
Rave on; know of yoiir Threats no Scn(c I feel, 
?d kngh ae them wei^t not to \dk a Sm3e. 
KING. 
But m take care that he (hall belter know. 
What 'tis a Captive for his hi^ does owe^ 
How dare you offer here thc(c Injuries ? 
Know you how much this gallant Man I prize? 
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, ' 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reftraint (evere. 
Since in your Breail inch a hot Frenzy reigns. 
We'll try how yon can brave it in your CMns. 
TMBRAMNES. 
So, King, as thou (halt envy What th^aft done; » 
. } have a Sonl can fiilile when thou doft frown. 
Whilft I Timandra'z fair Idea wear> 
I can't want Freedom^ for I'-tt think ef her. [Exit guttrdtd. 

nrhus, Madam, to yOui Eyes mnft Conqueft bow. 
Who are your Slayi^ fi0\ocber Fettctt^now. 
- ' ^I^ANJyRJ. 

If ai^ Chapof ift^mtithoBCican ap^pear^ 
They/only aie conto'd'ond bottnded these : 

-. ' No 
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No greater Aims nor more Ambioon know> 
Than how, ^r, to oblige him that ienret joo. 

JtLCIBIADBi. 

Your gen'roMS Pity to ow fakhful Flamet, 
That Power which it gflve 'em jufiljr daims. 
Thus happy by your gneat Imblgc^oe nutde. 

In Joys k> perfe^* aothiof can remove : 
Your fpreading Glories ne'er ihaU flirink or bii^ 

Till you forget t* afpire, and we to lore. 
But how dare I ufurp the leall Prcte^cew 
Who only borrow all my Laiirek hc«oe I [PaifUi^g fa 
This is that noble Youth, who, when 1 ftood 
Befet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood» 
To my Relief fuch gen'rous Succour bn>aght» 
And things fo much above ev'n Wonder wrought. 
PJTROCLUS. 

You, Sir, that taught me Frienddiip, Uught me to 
How much is to that iacred Title due. 
No, Sir, if your life at has^d lie, 
Tho^ thooiknd Deaths Cbould dare me, on Til %, 
And conquer all, or bravely with you die. 
ALCIBIJDES. 

In Gallantry you are ib abfdiute. 
That I grow faint, and fi^g in the Purfuit. 
Yet that Rettm aocq>t in filence here. 
Which is fo great 'twill no Exprefficm bear. [Emlrmm . 
TISSJPHMRNES. 

Hell ! Sure my Blood is grown degenerate.. 
Can this my Son embrace the M^ I hate f {j( 

KING. 

How, Tijkpbtnuif isdly -good Agf Ueft 
III fiich a Son, t>f fach a FHoid |NDftft'! 
Thus from thy fev'ne&d Traak fi«ft Glorica fyttm^ 
And with their piovi JUa^Mttihtdeihr HeML' - -''• ^' 

T 
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Tl^SAPHERNES. 
In this waim Comfeit patiently V\\ fit* 
Till Fate (hall come apd ctaim her Iftteft Debc 
Somedines my YbnthVpoil Triwiphs PU «rnew» y 
And pleafe myftlf they were apfwcnr'd by yoa z 1 

Alas» I've nothiq^'eUieieft navi^taxio^ [JraucsJI^, y 
Oh my dear Boy ! Sir, be my Joy th|is ihown, 
PofTefs the Fiuker-as youVe gain'd th&Soii, [Emir^ahti^. 
KING. 
Monarchs» that pK^t» the Shocks of Fate defy : 
No Bonds to £rm as diofis whkh Fnend/hip tie. 

Manent Alc ibxades, Timahdra, «»^ Dr ax x llA'. 

JLCIBIAD2S. . 
Now, noblefl Siller, how fhall be repay'd 
Thofe large Endearments, which your Love has made? 
Our Happinefs will but imperiled prove. 
If 'midft the growing Pleafures of our Love, 
We nothing dfe in gradtude can do. 
Than only wifh a HappineB to you. 

DRAXILLJ. 
What I have done, Sir, never had regard . 
To that finifter thing we call Reward. 
Good Deeds their worth and value have from lience» > 
They their own.Q^ory «uie and Recompence. 
ALCIBIjfDES. 
But Siiler,. if I might one QujdliQn nove ? 

DHAXILLA. 
Your Pleafure Sir i ■ « 

AZ/CIBJADESl. 

CoiMyoa]iw)tMada»< . lote V 

The Bdea^, in «r|l^4'in>9>l7 ^nce i p^ 
]4iHonoiirsfu^rnfi^^'^>^^l^J9wc?. j ., - 
V ? ' - : ■ . V^ 
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He, when I to him often would relate 
The fad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
So much your gallant Friendihip did adn^ire. 
That with ftur Charadcr he grew OB Fii«| 
And bears a Flame ib noble and fiihlime, - 
As not to love again would be a Crime. 
DRAXILLA. 
Sir, that's^ a thing I cannot now diicoorfei 
Love rarely conquers with a iudden Force. 
Nor mull If that acknowledge as my due/ 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to-yott : - 
If any thing in me he can approve, 
I may believe it Gallantry, not Love. 

JLCJBIJDES. 
I fhall no more your Modefty offend : 
Pardon a forward Zeal to (trvt my Friend. 
But if ought add a Blefiing, 'twill to iee 
Yon made as happy as you have made me. [Exettntp 

Enter Tis&apherves and P a T r o C L v s» 

7ISSJPHERNES. 
D'you underftand, Pafrod^j, what y'ave done ? 
Have you confider'd that you are my Son ? 
PAT ROCIUS. 
§ir, 'tis a Title I am proud of. -— 
T ISSAP HERNES. 
How can you then defbcnd to things fo bafe, . 
That blot my Glory, and my Name deface?. 
Whilft thus your blinded Folly fo ad<^es 
The only Traitor, that my Sou^abhocs. 

PATROCLUS. 
How, Sir ! I doat upon the Man you hifitei > ^ ^ 
No, I had never Thoughts /b impipas yet.^ 
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch.theife be .. . ; . 

f^uaJiappy to be held your Enemy, 

Rathor 
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Rather than in my Brcafthis^ taagc bear, 
I'd raze it from my Heart, or feab it there. 
TISSJP^ERNES. 
Stay, left you ihoiild pronounce t66'Va(h a Dbofli; 
Believe it is a Blow Will wound yon home. 

But I will try-- 

What gen'rous Refolution you exprefi. 
Know then you muft hate Akihiades, 

PATROCL US. 
Proteft me HeavV! can you command that I 
Should break that Knot ydtl did fo htcly tie ? 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendfhip join ? 
Did not your kind Embraces fecond mine ? 
TISSJPHERNiS. 
Embraces ! Love I and Kindnefs ! what are thefe; 
The oa(ward Vamiih that our Hearts difguife. 
Haft thoa fo long with Courts conver&nt been. 
The varipus Turns of Power and Greatnefs feen. 
And haft thou, not this Myftery yet founds 
Always to fmile in*s F^ce we mean to wound?. 
Come, yoa muft hfite him, nay and kill him too; 
PJTROC LUS. 
Oh let me rather beg my Death from yoa* * 
Can you command me. Sir, to^ wound a Heart, 
Whereof I do poflefi fo great a Parjt ? ^ 
In that I ftiould prove a* Self-murderer; 
Piercing his BreaH, I ftab my own Image therc^ 
TISSJPHERNES. 
Come, lay thefe i<ile boyi(h Scruples down. 
Do as becomes yoar Virtue and my Son. 
Can you behold him rey'Hng in piyPIaqe, . 
And turning allTrtj^ fioYioufs to Difgrace : 
And can you of fo fJttife Value prize 
Hie Honour of yoiir tilbod, not to ftied his ? 
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PJTROCLVS, 
Oh» Sir» no fkrdier urg^ t^is horrid Theme, 
^will blaft yoar Glories, and your Wreaths defame. 
Do but look on. that Ufe you would deftroy. 

See if it bea't as fpotlefs and ierene 
As that which in their Heav'n bleft Saints enjoyj 

Pure and untoudi'd bat with a Thought of Stn. 
By all th' Endearments of a filial Love» [KMtdt. 

And if that Charm cannot yoor Pi^ move. 
By my dear Mother's Ghoft, whofe dying PrayV 
Bequeathed me her chief Treafure to your Care> 
This unjuft cniel £nmity lay down. 
And do not in his Friend deflroy your Son. 
On the paft Brav'ry of your Vouth^look back, 
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track: 
Think what 'twill be thofe Glories to exchange* 
For a bafe, brutal, infamous Kevenge* 
Oh, Sir^ recal, recal the dire Decree, 
'Tis fudi a Deed as Fate will ihrink to fee. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
Then 'tis the fitter to he done by me. 
Give this unmanly childifli Pity o'er, ' , 

Or ne'er prei^e to call me Father moce. 
PATROCLUS. 
Then fee how I refign that Intereft here ; [^fl^* 

Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. 
Whilil fttch black Horrors in your Soul I lee> 
Y'are not my Father, but my Enemy. 
Now agaioH me let all your Vengeance Come, 
Thus, thus my Brealt for your Revenge has roqm. - 

Brave Alcibiades 

No, fince fuch barb'rous Mifchiefs you dare do, 

1*11 die for him, but fcorn to live for you. 

Why don't you ftrike. Sir ^ Js your Rage grown feint ? 
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TISSJPHERNE S. 
I fear Tv^ too much Irifled with this Boy; 
Curie on his Honoar, 'twill my Hopes defiroy. 
But I'll fmooib aQ iti tSme. O my dear S<m, 
Now art thou worthy to be caird my own. 
None but a Heart, that's truly noble, couM ^ 

Ever deferve a Tkle to Ay Blood. 
No, may ye both in your brave Ffiendfl^ be 
As truly happy as I am in thee^ - 

That'^curft • [A/J^. 

PJrROCLUS. 
Is tken my Father kind ? can he approve 
Our Friend (hip ? does he once more crown o«r Love ? 
Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be gir*n, 
As we for bleifings offer Thanks to Heav*n. [Ktm^ 

riSdjiPlfERNeS. 

Rife, Tift tixou Cofhfbrt of my Age $ I now 
Have ondei'flood aU I cottMiiviih to Idiow. 
Alas, in this Difgdfe I did btit try 
The Strength and virtue of thy Q>n(bmty. ' 
'Tis a Refrejfhmjsnt tb this hoary Head, 
To prove that Virtue which myfdf have bred. 
Thus bleft in Pesoe TU to my Gnave deibend. 
As the dedining Sun ^oes^own at Night, 
Pkas'd with the rifing of an Off-i^ing IJght» 
PJTJIOCLUS. 

Such myftic Way« Kate does our Loves confirm. 
As rooted Trees (land failer by a Storm. 
After this Shock our FriendHiip's more fecure. 
As Gold try*d in the Fire comes forth more pure. [Exk. 
TJS$AJ>HERN£S. 

There's fome Poatidation yet for my Defign ; 
The Captive's brave ; ni ti:y to make him mine. 
Unweary!d I.WiUlet my'Fary range, , 

Aiid kavc fto heart unfearch*d to find Revenge. t^'**^* 

SCtNE 
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S C,E N t il. A dark Ttnt. 

TheraMnes in Chains. 
THERAMNES. 
How (weet a Quietude's in Fetters found I 
That it feems almoft Freedom to be bonn^d. 
Tho' thus confin'dy my agil Thoughts may fiy 
Thro' all the Regions of Variety. 
Here in a trice I can the World run o'q-. 
And iinifh whole Years Labours in an Hour. 
But oh my Millrefs ! my Timandra Ipfl ! 
Tharis the only Bitternefs I taftc. 
This outward Fetter but my Body chains^ 
But that thei Freedom of my Soul detains. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall ? 
So bravely have embrac'd one Death for all ? 
Yet why ihould I court fuch an abjed Fate I 
Courage is the Supporter of th<; Great. 
Methinks IVe fomething yet to do, might prove 
Becoming both my Glory aiid my Love, 
ril ■ ah I this does my bufy Thoughts prevent* 

.. J?»#tfr Tl • S APH.B RNES. 

Is that old Fiend^fbr a Tormentor fent ? 
Good Sir;' upon what Meffage are you come ? 
Am I then deftin'd to fome harder Doom ? 
TISSAPH£RNES. 
No, I am come to give your Sorrows cafe, 
I know you hate, Sir^ Alcibiadn : 
"Nay, and I know you love Timandra too. 
THERAMNES. 
Well, Sir, all this I know as well as you. 

TISSAPHERNES. • 
Come, if you dare be brave, be't on this Theme: 
Dace* you. Sir, ravifli her, and murder him ? 

TH 
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THERjfMNf% • ^ 
For what dark Ends do you ^is qudHoa 1>rrDg ? • ^ 
i>are ! s'death, old Sir; I dare do ai^ thing. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
That Word then all my former Doubts fqcures; 
3c only rcfolute, and 7imandre^% yours. 
My Stratagems fo (ubtly I will layi 
That to your Anns your MiftTefc FlI betray. 
Thds then, as the firftStcp to our Defign, 
Your Guards Pll with adulterated Wine 
Secure ; io they c^arm'd in a Lethargy, 
rilTrom your Bonds and Prifon fet you free. 
Then, when (bme happy Moment (hall prefent, 
Timandra left unguarded in her Tent, 
Both of us thither in difguife will move. 
To end your Rival, and compleat your Love. 
For when your fill of Bliis^ypu have enjoy 'd. 
And your full Pleafures with themfelves are cloy*d : 
I thither will alarm our Enemy, 
W^here by both Swords he ftiall be fure to die. 
And the next Night (the Watch-word given by me) 
Vou may Ycape thro' the Guards to Liberty. 
THiRJMNES. 
Revenge ! my Love enjc^'d, and Freedom too ! 
Then in the Name of Pluio be it ib. 
What ftupid Ignorance the World pofleft, 
That only Fury plac'd iW youthful Breaft ! 
No, *tis in Age alone great Spirits are young : 
The Soul's but in£int when the Body's ftrong. 
Thefe hoary Heads like grifly Coriiets are. 
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and "War. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
Alas, fuch tame Souls khow but half a growth: 
111 make my Age a Step to a new Youth: 

J , . fr r,. , Such 
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Such Murders and f^iph 0|T|el(ies niiumain« 
I'll frpm di^ Mood I flkfd gnywt xowig «giiii«. 

Let's in the Kamff of Honor thea go «i; 
Methinkt I tpng to ^a¥e the Bnsliefs donet 
Something like Conickiice eUb mtf dl defbil f 
Yoa know* Sir» Fm but « nw ViUiiii jfet. 
TIS^JPSERNSa. 

Confdence ! a Trick of Sut», fouiwi out by tkofir 
That wanted Power to fupport their Iaws,; 
A bug-bear Name, to fiartle Fools : But we^ 
That know the Weakneis of the Fallaex. 
Know better how to uie what Nature gave. 
That SouPs no SQ^U whkh to it felf s a Slave. 
Who any thing for Confcience iake deny » 
Do nothing elfe bitt give themiblve^ the Lye. [Exiu 

S C EN E lU. ni Camp. 
Enter Patroci.us iuu/ Da axili, a. 

FATROCLUS. 
Why, hfedam, do you fly a JLovcr's Pmy'r ? 
Is cruelty tb^ Privilege o'th* JFair I ^ . 

DRJXILljf. 
Yott renvois Sir, i'th' Camp be Bewty's- Stove> 
Where Honour's th' only Miftrefs of the 5r«ve. 
FATROCLUS. 
But 'tis a ragged Honour got i» Aim«» 
When not ma^ Wt by Be^ily's fw^eeter^hannsj 
That melts our Rage into a ki««lKe<re, 
Whilft Love refines it m his fm^ Fi^^ 
IP RAX I II A. 
Lovers^ whofe Fights fuch fi|blip»p Pitches chufc. 
Oft faar to^ high, and fo their Qijarvy Ide. 
But you, Sir> IpiQw tonodeMle yQur l^igbt) 
JMtf ng yoi^<jame, can eas'ly ilack the Flight. 

PATRi 
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:^ FATROCLVS. 
Such faint SC19PI muy fie a common Pl8me» 
lot my Dcfirit luMW^ kr nobler Aim» 
leligious Honour^ and a Zeal tliai^ trae, 
Uis'd by that I>dtf towhieli Ifie. 
DRJXILLJ. 
Thofc wbo«> Dtk^ tkcir Off^ringt pajr^ 
^ake their Addreffi* in an humUer way ; 
Mot in a Confidtnoe ^ what rheypvt^ 
Bot modeft Hopes of what they fliaU receire. 
PATROCLUS. 
I in my OfTit^^ no A^ranoe hare, 
Tho' an Ambition to become yoor Slave. 
DRAXILLA. 
Yes, but when once admitted to that Ptace» 
Youll ilill be looking for ibme AAs of Grace. 
PATROCLUS. 
Some little Favours Pity can't deny. 
Yon are too noble to nk Cruelty. 

DRAXILLA. 
See, Sir, the Queen I 1 beg you» Sir, forbear. 

PATROCLUS. 
Madam, this way— — [Exiunf. 

Enttr QuBSK aad Ai^oblxa. 

StJUEEN. 
Did he then fiifo no Snrpnie? no ihew 
Of Altcitttien? let's the Ps^grefi know. 
ART>ELLA. 
In order, Madam» so your Command, I went. 
And met him coming from the Royal Tentt 
Where, after th' ofual Ceremonies paft. 
E'er, I would feaft, I gave him iirft a Tafte; 
Told him how much his Courage you approv'di 
Th^t he in no mean Path of Glory mov'd. 

Who 



4S A L C I B I A D E $. 

Who in his Anns hfri io/o|»if|^^^ 
T^ngage a Moxiarchy lukl o£|lg;e a ^eea. 
Then nearer came, and whifpePd fomejthing more. 
Began CO intimate Love's iqjghty Pow'r. 
He briikly took the Hint, and readily 
Began to urge fome pretty things to me. 
By which encourag'd, I to th' Bus'n^is diew» 
Told him in fine it only was his Dae 
To be admired by all, and lo/d by you. 

And did not thpn his altcr'd Looks betra/ 
Some Ecftafy ? fome Marks of lively Joy ? 

ARDELL4. 
No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 
Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty; 
Fine fmoothing Terms to cloke_a Paffion in. 
But if your Majefty- — — , 

^UEEN. 
What? - 
ARDELLJ. 

^Had but ^n 

How much his Carriage did Ms Words deceive. 
When with a gentle Sigh he took his Leave^ 
As if he languiih'd t31 the Minute came. 

^^VEEN. : 
Doft thou then think he entertains my Flame ? 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. 
Such Swarms of Love within my Bres^ there are, 
The Heat's too ftM-ions for my Soul to. bear. 
What would I give but for a^Tafte of BUfs ! 
Oh, the choice Sweets of a ftfPn Happine^ \ \Exeh 
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ACT IV. S C E N E I. 

AlcibiadeS) film. 

JLCIBIADES. 

UNDER what fatal Planet was I bom ! 
Sure at my Birth the If eav'ns themfelves did mooroi ; 
Disjointed Nature did her Coorfe forbear. 
And held within her Womb a Civil War. 
I who but now did Fame and Conqoeft bring. 
And added to the Glories of a Sang, 
Muft fee my Trophies all thrown down again 
By thebafePaffionsof aluilfvlQseen! 
Why was not I born to a common Fate, 
Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great ? 
So in fome humble Cell my Years have fpent, 
Bleil with a private peaceable Content. 
The vulgar Mortal feds not Fortune's Harms ; 
The higheft Strudlune^ ftUl are (hook with Stormsv 
See too, fhe*s here; what fliall I do or (peak? 
Fate has befet me, Vvt i|0 way to take. 

Enter Qjf B B N and A R D E L L A. 

^UEEN. 
My Lord, yoa ibmething diftomposM appear ; 
Surely there's noAing that can fright you toe. 
JLCIB tJDES. 
Majefty, Madam> is a thing Divine. 

$UEEK 
If that difturb you. Sir, 111 lay by mine. 
Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, 
To view the Man whofe Glories ipread fo wide. 

Vo;.. I. D ALQh 
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JLCIBIJPES. 
Madaniy yon on ^eja fet too a hig^h a Price.^ 

^UEEN. 
Perhaps I fse no^ Sir, with commbit Eyea: 
They bcft of Honour jadge that Honour have : 
I find a Secret in me fiiys y'aie brav« ^ 
You need not. Sir, unfold it, you can guefs. 
ALCIBIJ-DES. 
How craftily ibe would hcF Luil ejgffst£s^ 
And &t her 1^5 o£ with a. winning iWs! 
What's to be done, which way fhaU I condude ? 
I muil abufe my King, or nmft be in4Ci: [4l 

I cannot ipeaki^— — 

^UEEN. 
M y Lord^ let's fit awhik : 
Won't yon vouchiafe your Vifttant a Smile ? 

JtLGIBJJDES. 

Smiles^ M a dam^ , were too^infolent. a Joy*' 

^VEEN. 
Fie! puttheie formal Compliments away. 
JrMkf fing that Song I hoard to Day> 

^ O N G. 
R 

rhe brigbteJi'Gifd^s ^ H^ 9fyf 

How dtiflftpintingi fighing Uh 

And langmjhing d^t f diil 
For the triumtf^ant God of 0V 
Amdjf bii Trofhm did iiffutri. , 

As charming Rbugff fis J^ nnfai fain 

■ Ht^ . 
Their Loves nvere hlefts\ tif^bad a So/if 
The little Cupkl;, *wk$ has Jhoswn 
More Conquefis ib^m bis. Sire i^er<vtiQU* 

He grenv themghtieji Godai^fue^. 

Ej twhich' fwe him a ReB^ frove 

T^ Meavest, that dares Sejo to Love* III, i 
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How fifiiBe Dhiighiiy arid hohv charming the Jo^ 
Where Love and Enjoyment encS" oth^r /uppcrt ! 

Let the CjnkalFod catt PUa/ure dTpy^ 
Who nier FamePtf^ Camp ISad^ nor Love in the CeUft : 

O/o kindh the Combat i e^h otJier fucceedy 
Where Uh Trhmpb to die^ and a Pkajlite t6 bkid. ' 

JLCIBTJi>Ei. 
The Air is charming^-^^ — * - 

\jjeen: 

Retire. . * [Exit AritHi: 

No lively Symptoms o^ a grOWin;^ tire ! ^ 

Itll urge him furthe r . ■ v ■ [^J^de, 

My Lord, yourHaiidi how ^eats yourPulfe? I fear , 
Y'areill; cold Di'ops upon year Brows appe^ir ; 
ril wipe *em oiF; come. Sir, yoto Fears remove^ 
You need not blulh to tell me thac you love, 
ril do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
Blufti for myfelf too When I blufh flpr you. 
Sure this will take ; what does your WcHidcf mean ? 
Is Love fo ftrange ?<■' ■ ' j ^ 

ALCTBIADES. 

Oh name not tlat again f* 

Could you fuch* Wrong tifjf l^oyal Agis do ? 
Think what's to HciveW aiid to your Virtue due. 

^fSNr ;* 

Muft I be hated tSttl ? 'and, Sifi ty you ? [Angrify^ 
Pifti, why d'you tallcofftttVn and Vhttie now ? IMildly. 
AtCrS'lADES. 

Not new-made Mothers to theh: Infants bear 
A firmer Paffibn; ^ a tefed'rer Care. 
Shew me yours, bir ybiir HForfbur's Enemy, 
See with what- 'Vigour Vyoar Revenge PU ify. ' . 

For you wiAlLifcIwanft^y'coiiiapto; ' 

But v/ki^ that lafts> Timandra has my Heart. 
"• - D 2 ^UEEN. 
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The hczirfFl&Lmeidt'^ Vkiaiijit B^ • "-^^ 
Dall Repetition Toon WOlieAddr^ad. 
Taftcfi^fhcr^JdyjfrslhdrWheii ^^tMmjs^ gto», ^^ 
Tii^en the old Pleafu^s taia/ fte^ g^^d new. 

'JLCIBIjfDES. "^ » ^^ 

OHild I expea to^ haVefothiLfingndge Iieai<l» ^^ 
Where Beaut/ JMd ibeh Indooeftce apfmr^d.^ ^ \ \y 

*^<3ihi you my litlffe Smty: &<» approve^ \: >* 
Ai^:&'tibdi&culra diiii|f'tak^ -i ii^* 

JltlBJjfiyJBS. ' 

Love* Madam 1 biily WasI truly goodv 
As you are faiiv I Ifliall not oe^d be wwfd ; v : v 
rU love you as the Sifter W* i»jr j^lood. 
, r ^UEEN. ' :' ^^'- V- 

■ A Sifter's Ii(J?cV a katf fe^pidBiaS^ X -'^ 

ib little, we can' hardly flan« what *tis. -^ - ^cl :>n 
Where is the Tranfport^ Bcftafy, Delight ? 
Tis like thin Mdat to a fliarp Appetite. 
JLClBIAbES: 
I know y'are beautedtts as the blufhiiig Morn; ^ 
Your Beams the Luftrc of a King adbrti^ ^ ^• 

That KingwhofeTitt)rtiJieliappy:inkde; 
And cah Tin ■ retttii pWW^ h^^^^ 
Tho*, Madam, IVtt'iiv^difeee, *aiii never iet > 
limits to any thiog we ta^l Deli^ht^ ' t 
Yet raife hot n6W^KeJbellidti8 in tty Blood : 
Beauty hath Darts t6[b <ke«9K to be withftofsd; 

Yet all its Power has no Force^^^el'^oil^ -^ 

Your cruAlMiS^s tiftiAo^&l3e;^bW:fendW'^ ^ ^'^ 
•Twill to^btt^cteo^ bi^bdt Hf appl)^v ^! - ' 
TJ^at for your JLove |i ^qjiecit he^gWa^ djr'A '• 

JLC 
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. What WtL^mm^A^jfOi w^jplili^y^weid^^ ({ r n 

Are yoa ii^ %noca«t^^ yioit ikltf t ^o^ ^ ' n f x. . 
JLCiB^lJkOES. 

Death f not to ha^e foine $,eii(ey were to nnniaii 
Myfelf , tot rU be CQnq^'rar if I qw. 
Should I be made a Captive to her chirins* ' 
E'er I am warm in myfium^i^ Arm»? 
One Stratagem TU^ayfFveidbm try. [^4M^- 

Kfodam, no longer Til y6or PowV deny : [TV $be S^^pm* 
For if theie Eyes had ae'^r Timundra known, 
l^oa only might hare callM my Heart yoiur own. 
%t whilft widi her I enjoy Love and Life, % 

ilnd yoii remain thendghty wdf^V Wife; 
Know this is all I can in joilijce dO| 1 

•I'm ready on yocir leaft Cc^«ian4l> to ftew \ V 

I,ltve for her; bat yet could 4ie for. you^ . J» 

i^UEEN. 
Muft I dien^only border upon Blifs ? . 
Reft on the Confines of my Happinefs ? 
As Sofils that are exdud^ Heav'n for Sin, 
See all its Glojries, but c^'t ei^ter in. 

dLCIB^IADESi 
No, Madam ; free fiom tbe.dii^l.Cjk^^f Senfe, 
Well reap Delights of noblef Es^elknce. 
Our entwin'd Souls each other ihdl eiyoy* 
Tread Virtue's Pathi, and never toife their Way. 
But if one in his JDiffotion chance to eiTy 
Strait regulate it by the Oth^r'^ .Sphere : 

. — -Tiiiai.t}iejiaWr ; ■ ' 

When the fhoiit.Zodi^C; or this Life we've paft. 
With new-impjlj^S^l b^yoi\d the Sta» wc'J^l fly, 
There meeti'^ndmifigle^tq a Deity.:, ^ 

D 3 ^UEEN. 
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Then to all Hopes orHappiicii adieu. 
Since my chief Blifs IVe lott in lofing you. 
Oh the tyrannic Cruelty of Fate, 
That lets us know o^r Happinefs too late. 
Yet N^hy fliou'4 I to Fears and Sorrows >ap4» 
If only on their Faie my Hopes depend ? 
A Rival, and a King, I ^ay remove : 
There's nothing difficult to the^ that love* l£xii Q^ 
V. t JLCJBiADMS. 

She's gone, m i ' 
GreatneTs, thovi gaudy Torment pf our Soulsj^ 
The wife Man's Fetter, and the JElange of .Foola^ ,. 
Who is't wou'd c^urt thee if he knew Ay Ilia? 
He who the greateft Heap of Honour piles, . 
poes nothing elfe but build a dang'rous Shel4 
40r eredl M<^uiitains to p'erwhelm himielf. \J^i^ 

S C^ N E JI. .J€rcw4uljmnM£Uite€amf 
Enter Tissaphernes nnd Tkeramnes difgiUitU 

Now, Sir, y'are free, and prolperoufly move. 
To reap the long wifht Harveft of your Love. 
One Minute and y^are in Timandra*s Arms, 
Now fetter'd in the Power of iicr Charms : 
Methinks the Thought ev'n my old Blood alarms. 
THERAMNES. 

His Ra&e.fcire works him to an Ecftafy : 
How the old Morifter hugs his Villany ! 
Good Sir, difpatch, f cannot hrbok Delay ; 
I wafle in Expedlation of my Joy. ! 
But Hari^^ did you not hear a rfiurmVing Talk h 
<•' ~ TISSAP HE RNE S. 

• Perhaps 'tis Hie come in this Grove to walk : 
Stay, here they are ; by Heav'n the fame, 'tis (he. 
Retreat awhile ; bleft Oppi>rtMpity ! [Ti^ey ^o to the Di 

£f 
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Enter Timakdra quithaBookin her ^^aWyiMu/iDii axilla. 

Metbinksy DrojtiBa, wkea Atlanta nn. 
And Slaughter was die only Prize (he wan ; 
Her Powet a-too crad Rigoar bore, 
To kill thofe (he hod wounded fb before. 

*** f Theramncs /Ar^aw/ of ki DiJ^ul/k^ 
TRERAMNES. 
Then, Madam, l)e not guilty of her Ifl : 
Me the poor Wr^tdi -fwt woanded, do not kllL 
Ah in your Heart, if fach a Senfe there be 
Of the InjttfHce df hrt- Cruelty ; 
]^ow much more Tity from your Breaft is doi» 
To him, who ev^ry Minute dies for you! 
"TIMANDRA, 
My Lord Tberamnes I by what lucky Hap 
Have yon from Guards and Prifon made Efcape f 
THERAMNES. 
Who wears yonr facred image in his Bread, 
Is of fach pore Divinity pofleft, 
And from ignoble Bondage fo fecure. 
That feeble CSuttnsjRalhoff, and lofe their PowV. 

TIMAN'D RA. 
. Then, Sir, in your intended Flight mike lia(le> 
Left by fome fatai Chance yVe once more loft. 
TJIEJtAMNES. 
No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here ; 
No Danger dares approach when you are near? 
Thefe Groves to Lovers Blifs are dedicate, 
Free from th* uncivil Outrages of Fate. 
Come, let*^s to fomething hlce Delight draw nigh. 
And Igie ourfelves awhile in Ecftafy. [Seizes roughly on her. 
riMAND RA. 
Guard me^ ye Powers ! Draxilla^ help : my Lord ! 

D 4 f /^ 
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TISS'JPHERNIS. , ^ ^ 

I cannot iee siyRiv^bldft^lbne^ ij 

Mttft he feap all^e SweetSf and I have none? ^^ 

TIMJNDRJ. 
; Thi» Outrage^ oqc jmy.Kneef I bti^» forbear : 
See, Sir, kis JV«#«dhifht4iarTcat;> i [2V:Tetu^- 
Her whpm ypi|^ow?4 ym^WAm'^ aQW^iamc : 
Oh don't by lavage Lu^. profaae that Name i 
If 'tij the Envy of your Rival's Jojj / 
Remove, remove th' Offisncefome other way ; 
Save bat my Honour, and jny Life deftioy» 
THERAMi^£S. 
Soch Tendernefs mi|;hc a>ol another's Blood; 
But I am top mihappy^Q be good.' 
Let Virtue to dull Anphoritcs repair^ , 
Who ne'er had SouV enough to |uiow Deipair* 
I'll banifh the Encroacher from my BrealE, 
And ihake him off e'er he take hold too fafi. , 

Come, let's retire wjthio this Covj^rt by; 
I am impatient^ , ^nd my Blood boils )i^{||w. 

TJM^ffDR4' V 
I will not go. 111 dkt aMartyr liere, 

TMEJiJMIfES. , 
Then I muft drag you. 

JIMJNDRJ- 

— Barb'rous Raviftier I 

Oh! ohf 

Enter A l c i B i A D E s/ 

r— — Did I not hear a tender Cry f ^; ^ 
OhHeav^ns! turfi; bafeH.6ll,bound, tuiti, and ^e.^tfrax 
THERJMNES, 
That, Sir, will thus be better underflood. [Dran. 

TJ 
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How's thi&i |#nt(fKl.J:4^MlJ^>fiicbkifc/0)U«l).i i J . 
Courage, my Friend 1^-^— .. .. v 
[^fiera faru Fight ^tPwenf^MfSs^Md^ 
PatnKliis^w^Tii&ylMnKi^ Fatioda«'a^^ i/# "Fkthit'' 

•—^To the curil Abodes^ ^ : ^ /: 

or tortur'd Souls ^at m diirk Horror dwell, " 

Thus fly, and to % iellow Devils tdl, 
Xt was my Swmi th^t fefit diy Sou! tD Mell. 

Hold, Sir, enough ; I mofl yoitr Viftim ftilj 
"Tho' an atonemeniibrmy Sin ^oTmaH. 
Kly hafty Soul can mj&e no longer flay, 
l)eath tolls his Leaden-bell, slnd calls away. 
-And now like ibmc fad Traveler, taking View 
Of the long Journey Aat I have to go, 
WMlft I my Thoiights^fa Heav^Bs fWeet Manfi6ns bend, 
'Without your Mercy no Adnifittanice find. 
Oh but one Word ofWdoA «^d; I die; 
Secure of that, my Soul dares boldty fly. 
Abfblv'd by you, it muft have Welcome there. 
As Inccnfe that is ofl^'d up with Pray*r. 
TIMJNDRJ. 
My Pardon and my Prayers too receive;; 
More than your Guilt could ask me I cciuld give: 
Be happy as your Penitence is true y / • i , i 
And may kind Heav'n forgive you, as T do. ][?^f(^/. 
' THERJMNES. 
Ah ! can your Piefyvouchfafca^ Tear 
Of Pity on an impious Raviiher I 

D 5 My 
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My Soul will leave me in afi.ficft*fy ; 
And I fhall want the Scnfe ta know t die. 
Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow ; 
Here 'tis my Soul wouMl inake her latcft Stay : 
Nor can (he— — 

Beginning iience her Jottrney, mifs the Way. 
But I'd forgot i beware of—' (!>/«. 

ALCIBIADES. 

— — Who caB Icary 
That » ibovr'd by Charnls ib pow'rM kcvc? 
Widiin thefe Sphere my G«ardiatn Aag«k movef 
Thefc are my Seats of Safety, as of hovt. 
riMANDRA. 
They weakly others guard, diat can't defend 
Themfelves; Ifeavmot^MHcbiffin^y depend 
On this DifafteF— ' 

jSitf2?r Pat RQCL u s. 

ALCIBIADES. 

So when a Storci'^ blown o'fery. 
And a calm Breeze ha^ fmobth'd the rugged Deep, 
The joyful Mariners can fear no mom 
Bu;:tho8eaibr^, and lull thdrCares aileep. [EmtraeeThimi* 
Welcome my Life's Pioteftof^ only Friend* 
Hah ! what does that fad ^ook, and Sigh intend ? 
Are you. Sir, wounded? 

PATROCLUS. 

Yes, too 4?ep, Ifev; , 
Ale IB I AD SS, 
Forbid it Heaven ! where is't ? 

PATROCLUS. 

— ph here, Sir,, heie"; 
My Soul is pierc*d, Fm tortur'd ev'ry where : 
Your Friend f ah let that title be no more; 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor. 

Imagine 



ftnagine evVy Form of MMeiy^ 
And when you've fiiinm'd- up alfi dteo'look on me. 
ALC IBIADES: 
Now Tome bleft A«gcl tJo my Soul reveal 
This Doubt : Can lie be wrongM, and T not feel f 
Ah i kind P€ttr9clmsy this (ad Silence break. 
PJTROCLUS. 
Oh, Sifr you muft «ot hear> nor mud I fpeak. 
Paint out blade Hfefror in itt dcepeft Dread, 
And Troops of Mwite fcov'ring o'er yo^r Head ; 
And when that hideous Ma^ue of Hell you fee» 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me. 
Al^CI^JADES. 
Confudon ! how my Thoughts begin to Hart ! 
A new unwonted Heat has f^M my Heart, 
I Something miriilf, that would fain get Pkce ; 
But rU fubdu't. — Be free, kind Friend, alas T 
Force me not wrong our Friendship and your Worth.^ 

IPAtkOCLUS. 
That Champs refilUele, and I f«el 'twill fbrdu 
But oh it jnuft not ; Duqrdoes forbid^. 
Yet what's my Duty if toy. Honour Meed? 
EJMW then, — now that this ftnbbom Heart would bxeak 
My cruel Fathcr^-i-cA! dttt nm i^ak. 
■ ALC IBIADES. 

f HahK 

PATROCLUS. 

BLed by fome blind miftik^n Jealoufy, 
Heaps Treafbnb fl^6n yt>«^ aiid Shame on me. 
A It was by \^1ti4^^<ilitmis^At&(a^ty 

And 'twas he back'd him in tkss impious Rape* 
^ But' oh no more I Shaiae do^s my Words fupprefef 

!Yet think what he will do llbftt durft do this. 
I'll go and try if I his Rage can ilay ; • \> 

I ' stiay divert the Stream another way. [Exit Fatroclu 

ALC 
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- ALiCiB'IABES. 
Kind Yondi^ licnobtiear tfajc Fatiier's Hate : | 
He felk Jiis^Hl^n^arbflii Jto cheap a rate. 
,W]ia( have I dovdiXtMLfCQoid h& caU'd a Wrong ? 
No, IVe a Guard of Innocence too ih-ong ; 
Whilft I ui^tWlih.at and Friendfhip bear. 
No Danger is fo great that I need fear. 

Yet be not, Sii^ ^^dleKs of niy^ Fears ; 
Some Pity have of thefe (ad Sighs and Tears. 
Whither, oh whith^ ivduld ]^(»ir Kafhnefs lead ; 
To urge a Ruin levieVdl^at yobr'Head 1 
Let us ■ V I. 1 t J m!) ; ^ 
To fome Recd(& tbat'i &r^ a&d Immble go*: ^ 
Timandra can bekr ah^itWngf'ivWi you. 
Let Int'reft the unfiicM4ixid\:^a(rVing; fway f 
With us II < '"1 H jt?4: 1 , /. .: 

Love ihall fupplv whit ?ortiu«t'talBet away. ( 
-jfl'CPifAD£S. 

Sure *tis not my Timaftdra^ Voke Iliear : 
She ne'er had caufe to think thai L could fear. 
Have ITo inaiy Ifcmfeers over paft. 
Poorly to fhrink'firoiA Villaiqr iu laft I ' 
N<:^ with my liwdcfeiiJe *1l brati^ Wmj Hate^ ' 
And meet it Ih a fi^e^^Mikuii^d ^te : 
%e an witM Smiksf a&^fearlefi and a9 g^. 
As mhaals unconcern'd at Dang^ play. 
TIMJNDRA. 

Thenrilperiprm wharto.myloveif ducj : 
Unfteddy Donbts be gDne, bliiid Feats a^i^ii ^ 
I were unworthy oftthftJwartyoingaYft,... x 
Were I than you leik faithfiil» er^tfaVe; . ; 
And of my Courage too thi&Fkoof rH give. 
When yon dare meet a Deaths 111 kom to li^e^ - 
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Nor longer be a VaiB4 %Q toy Fnr ; 
^ell in each otiier's donee a JPoftba hear- ^ 
So Fate has thus at ha& ^MoaKmimfk t^omu, 
I Neither can Wretdicd be, nor hkfk wiimi. • [Exitm^ 

S C E N Em. rUQmf. 

Ent^ T I s s A p H E a H r« tmd fiw FtllMt. 

TJSSAPMEANSS. 
Is't done P-^-^r— ». „ 

I Fill J lit. 
Sir, to a Point yoiU' Will's fiiffilM; . 
TJberamnei' Guards, as they lay dmnk, we kill'd ; 
Draxilfa too, by the Aabnih you had laid 
for your Retreat, was in her Flight betray^ . 

Next, as from me, be there a Meflage (cut. 
To bidi.my Sottv^tteidl me^imtfy Tent sr 
ln*s Paflage thither ypir may khe hia» fo 
Convey him ta the Ca?e i . 
t VILLAIU. 

^.^HyLoi^ wegp. , , 

TI88JTMERNES, 
Yearetheb^l«'IUitQf»fibgit4i&^Mr: {Sff,^V^t, 
You know your Bi|s'4|^:h$io^Jh<l King is here* .. ./> 

Enter Ki U d iBmdCly u ^ vf 4ifiindid. 
KING. ; 

Lead to the Grove— ^— 

tissAfhernes. 

Oh, Sir, the^sTreiirofl in the Camp; retreat. 
But now the Guard!} f tii CotffufioA met, • 
Who led me wh^MTi^affifti^ihche]^^- . 
The late -<//i&wMii»Ckj>tiv^ General, kiiW. ' 
That little Breath he had left« h*employ'd to ihew 
Hi^ Honour, and his Gallantry to you; 

Trcafons 
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Treafons Co ftrange aid hornd did relate, 
A» would feem almoft'Tfeafbn to repeat. 
But, Sir, you lave ho longer Safety here : 
^fecurc your felf^ and leave all to my Care. 
KING. 

No mordY ydti kn6w not what you urge mc to; 
Secure inyi^lf ! am I ^ King orno ? 
That Monarch, who wfeeQ Danger's near fits down> 
Shews but a feeUeTltfe tb a Thfone: 
The beft Securities i^ Couragi; ^re; . 
We but fubfcribe to f ireafons whfch Ve fear. 
Be free,, and let me the bold Traitor know. 
To ftem the Torrent I mj^felf \yill go : 
In State Tli meet the fbnd capriqous Wretch, 
And dare him with that, (i^rqwi^ which he would ihatch^ 
TISSAPH£RNiS. 

Alas, dread Sir, foJiceflie , not to declare. 
The Name woi^ wpund ^yeur (acred Breail to he^. 
I in revealing, Honour fhould offend : 
He once was Noble,. .$ir, and call'd me Fpiend- 
• •. ,! •.' ', KING. 

How, Sir, yoqy^Prjendi ^and Traifor tp my Crowa: 
Reveal liiitt, or W? ?>eafo»s fti«ijf§iir »>*flfK 
TISSJFHE MN£S. 

Alas, but mull 1 1— -'tis ia foul a Dcedy 
I cannot fpeak. 

KING. 

Hell, Sir; d'ye play? Proceed. 

fISSJPHERNES. 

Then to be Ihort, he you fo lately flrove 
T'engage in all the firmell Tyes of Love, 
He whom you almoft had from nothing rais'd. 
And on the higheft Seats of Honour plac'd; 
Has thence this Ufe of all your Favours ftiown^ 
To make '^em Steps to mount into your Throne. 

KIHG. 
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Defend merl: «i8iat ^ I Iwaf I— **— 
;ir, you have nds'd a1\itadtitt my Creflft, 
Vhich will Mt he ib ftUUka^y af^peatM : 
lyHeav'ns, bt dB that yaai/ihtki he trKf 
> may aUTonnaifei wAkk ttitt^ Darnn'd are dntr 
Light on ne, if inflided aiit^'ok ^a. 
The brave Jtiittiuai isik i U an*ot be : 
His Soul neWdaeaflic of i«chIa4)Mty. ^ 

Sir, y*are oakiad if yoo (b^ped me falfe, 
I never yet abusM )«Mur Ears wttk Tales ; 
Had I fach Myikk PoUcy poifu'd, 
lerhaps Td «Dw been idndlier tfndcrftood. 
KINC. 

Alas» dear ff^eadr iiifebbUnie aot my Zeal,. 
Weigh n«t my FafSoos in nke Reafea'd Scale. ' 
Who WoiSd beliere a King fhonld blindly placr 
His Love fo firmly, for fetums ib bafe? 
Rack me no nrore* bat the dadc Scrapie clear: 
My Sool^s in a Convalfion till P hear. K 

TISSAPHERNES. - 

Yey, -Sir, 'tis he, and thns his Plots were laid. . 
Th* Aceonnt I from the dying Captive had ; 
Whom he with Liberty had tMib1d» xh )om 
With him in this his treacherous Defign : 
This Night with th' Enemy your Camp t^invade^ 
On Promife it ihould be by him betray'd. 
Which when the gallant Oiptive did difdain,- 
He was tO' Combat dar*dr and by him (lain. 
If you infift on farther Evidence, 
Tberamnes^ morder'd Gaards enough convince: 
Hence you may farther Confirmation have, 

king: 

Be told; fpeak ijriiat thou knoweft— — 

4 VlLLAin. 

•—When to relieve 
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The Captive's GuaitU^ Htf, Q^ataOmi was {eot. 

In one of 'em ibaiieUfc4ki)tlcf\miieab; >' 
WhonoU Hmttiifi^cmeMfkf Itai^Gta^ii&iii^n ^. e 
'Ciufe ^eyThers^MMis'FnM^Ahkd deny'd. 
More he bad iaid^ 4>ifPat)tiHfe^«^ h#4y^w '^ \ 

It was enough; > "^[ViiA^fi^ lMiwdltffcartthoa?» ^ ^ ' 
In Shapes moMvarkwvUhaA^Vr J'nBMiiy kasnr* rr ^; 
By Heav'n I'll make hkn ittfei^^e^pis^iifvd *p6or/ ; n 

Naked, andftript-^iattkfe^^ttlew,-' ^ ^ ^^ : 

miay his odf6«sOfai«*1stibrci:h& Bytk^ r 

Then when his Mind is laboring «vfeh1ltogfilr^ i^ '^' 

To make his Infemy the ind^e compleat. 

Some common %ve^telii>»kyi ^kiftle^ dur ^^ 

And fend his Soul akifong theDaMn*d-'fi«k)^v; ^ - ' 

Guards wait on Mih^i-^^-^' '^ '^' -'^ = ^fr-^'Ttflap^ternes; 

Go e'er my Love i^ltirft afldlit|ietft, . 

And fcize upon the IViritbr '^ ' his^ Tent. 

A fpeedy Vengeance heft befits this Wrong, 

Twcre too machMerdJr to dday itlohg. 

This way's the Eang ? ; ' > . 

' <T,lMAFn^RNES. \ 

He's Ijere leapt kito A' Net. 
Thus, Sir, the King iaittfes you.' [Guards /eixi k\i^ 
AL qjiBJABE^^^ .- .1 / // > 
Slaves,::retceat... .. ::, : , , ■' i,> "nv- ^f^, -^-..^v/ .. 

TlMJitDJLA. -iic:- 
Alas, my Lord I , . 

TISSAP'HERNES. 
"•^-^Sir,.!ti&.the King's Commaml^ 
The leaft of 'em I never durft withfiaod* 

4 A^LCI^ 
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1.W! 'v.jftc^i#*7jfJ0jB'i?;^^^ ■■■■■' ^"i 
But, Sir, wte:Mdalnii9o£bi»4iii4Ifage4cv>- - •' 

Away wiith.^iia«t iIhhi i(D|fiiitM/nQ9(Eyeiji^ v ^ 
JLClMt^tiSS. 

The bafcft Wa?lGK,«i0l «MloiKV^ft«Gh}dieft; . *: 

lir, let me kiia«^ wltatiVa^tkatirJ'JiiTOidoaft 
jnworthy of my l l^ yti o at bor- yob|vC»Q<wi>r* ' * . ;» ^^ 
f in your Caofb wbold ^db^^s iltartft^Bti^, 
^nd is^ to be your neueft^^^JSU ptea4» 
!^o greater Weitee^ tbanrio' yt>«n ioes kaowy 
if lie:be an QffeJMhlr, laninlo* ^ v - 

KING. 

Hovir cnnnini^ jif w^ld4f^OfmiillilooeBe^ 
f^nd gild with Flattery i»t<fi)idiIntont I , 
rh9S:lM^0i»!ia their Fall are like the.S«|i, r 
iVho dill looks faired at his^ gou^ ^owm i 
Sdeath, Sir, do yoa believe me CUM of F00I9 • 
^hom ev'ry fawning .Wovd or;11oy can rule ? ; ^ 

ly Heaven 111 let yoa ice. Sir, your Mttake ; / 
ience with the Traitor quickly to the Rack* 

Sir, hear me fpeak-*p-tr -> \ v \ .) \ k 
KING. 
:\ A A ,.j Whatki9*t that you can %, 
^ho woidd my Crown and your owsiTmH beti^ I ■)"*. 
Vben yooAom^l^'Ibn fet the Captivie free, 
Safely to win him totybuc^Titadiiiry : a c 
Vhom, when on him your Plots could nOdxoig do, 
rou kiird, 'caufe beia(^evhi>kd^^h^^anyou. 
ALC IBIADES. 
By all above, Sii"^ X'^am ii<l6C!toi.: i 
ne'er knens what tjiie thought of Tteafen meant, 
tat know from whence thi» Jeal4uly you drew, 
Vora him that hates me, and abufes you : 

Ti^eramnes. 
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Tberamnes had his liber^. fiom ieace: \To TiiSapheriK 

And forDc%ng fo ba fp ■ t r 

——Oh ImpHdence! 
To What prodigioas Height will Tfeaibn climb f 
Dare you, Sir» dbai^ me wath your heavy Cncne i 
Old as I am, my Sword iiadl^ me right. 

But ^^ 

JLCIBIJBES. 
•-^Moafier hence,^ and ihem that fear thee frigb 
Think'ft dboii to play with the black Deeds th'aft don< 
Were I but frei^f dkf* oik^d and akMie» 
Thou toil deftorifii 1^^ a ddfp*iate Cfcw» 
And all indeed more near being daiikiifd:Aajnitkofti| ^<. 
This fingle Arm ihonld proire my Caufe is good» 
And chronicle my lionour in tkeir Blood. 
KI^G. 
Vt thus, Sk, joa wo^ild plead yoiur fainooeafie ? 
Think you t outbrave m with. yaor Impudence?. 
Once mom 4ha Tnicor to his Tortsies heac* 

But, jSir, ymrfaSdasnom is too iSnpeie^ 
Twere an ill Tiiumphia&er Vi6loriea, 
To make the Conqoierar the Sao^de ;> 
That Gallantry fbme Privilege may^teiid.. 
JCINO. 

fSk Txet&ms ane too plain, and open ]aid» 
And nU ihii Merits weighed againft ohem %ht» 

Should we him guiky of worfe Crimes admi!, 
And.timt in's Death you'd wordiieft Joftice ihew» 
Yet to forgive's the nolder of the two. 

When Deidamia pleads, I can't deny : 
His Doom's this time recali'd, he fhall not die ; 

•] 
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But (robW of all hwjoyf^ let him W fcnt 

To a perpetual iiii^irifeaaient; 

His Treafurcs r^cd, vaild his Wife afilave. 
^- I ALCIB lADES. 

I Here on my Knees tef me one Favowr xrave< 
^^ ' What-evwl?ate you*aw^efign'd for me^ 

(It is embraced : but, Sir, kt her be fitt j 
Let all the Weight of the alledgM Offence 
Light upon me ^ wrongs not isef iooOcencs. 
^^^ riMANDRji. 

^^% How mean and abjed is y<mr courage jM«r! 
t Think ymi that I daw £iffer l€i& thatt foal 
No> Sir; in thkJiehJMaa Right >tot^auL| > 

I Whatever youfdudo either bu metked, 
(^t equal JufUce «n ns both be ttuam^x 
And as we we^ fo let^otn^ Fates be^estf* 
IJLCIilADES. 
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m^Mftf flomore? J 
How dare you tdmptvan angry Mooafch's Pow'r? 
But;6oce3iM Bate fb gisbMly yoa cR^^fei H ; ' - 
JLet her be Pris'ner too,l>iii ikr ^rom him. 
He mufl not be <ib happy t<o1iave%er, ^ ' 
9m betters wddd be Bleffings were 'fixe Atre. - ' 
Go, fee ye execule our Orders ftraigljit. 

TIMATfDRA. "' 

, Thus We with ^Saiiiles wUI ^Atei-tJiin -oar Fate. ' 
My deareft Xiord, -ferewd ; let not a Sigh 
Or Tair proclahrt we ^yrty onr Parting*s nigh. 
Were it to quit our Happinefs a Pain, 
Joy were not then a Bleffing, !nrt a Chain. 
No, let us part as dying Martyrs do. 
Who leave this Ufe only to gain anew. 
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<;$nefeqiiaUy ignoble were as vaj99 \ ^ , ^, 
Since we ilnldUl iii Hcjiv«n4haar ^cet agam. '''^ ' ' 

So from their Oracles l^ii li^ttes" ' ' 
Inffarua the Ignomac Woi-M in Myfteiies. 
But, part ! that Word would make a Saint despair. 
Obedience cannot be a VSrtae h(^. 
If fo, ye Gods, ye have fjich Pr^c^pts-giv^rt, 
That an Example wouH cbnfbnnd your Heav'n : 
Duties beyond Oquiipldten^ yoti enjoin ; 
Can you forfake yrtir Heav*n, or 1 leayc mine ? 
Till when thus. King, Fni ib^ beyond i«movej, ' 
"V^ith an the Cements of aii endtefs t^iove. 
X!ill me, thoa yet flisdt of thy Eiids defpar. 
My Soul ihall wait npoh her evVy where. 
Nay rd not fly to Heav'n dll (he caijie there. 
KINQ. 

Shalll thnsftemyfelf out-braved raway» 
Ife is a Traitor that but feems to ftay. 

[Alcihiades/iM/^;^e/ a Sword from one oftU Gtu 
J LC IB JADES. 

Now I am arm'd. Death td that Wretch that fttn, 

KING. 

I Sir, do you think to look us into Fears ? 
Diiarm him Guards, or kill him. {Thff^ht ^^U£fam 
tlSSJPHJ^RNMS^ 

Pufli homei ye Dogs -*— 

JLCiBIJDES. 

—Sordid SlaT€8. 
Thus cv'ry A6 the helplefs Lion braves. 
Adieu, divineft of thy Sex, adieu J , ^ , 
I never diought that J could part till now. - . 

Now I deferve the worft Fate has in itere'. 
That in {o brave a Caufe (hould do no more, 

[ne Guards offkr to lead bin 



Fo hit lov'd No^U^;^d &^ ^me more near; 

When m the eager rrp^e^oCllisJoy^) ' ^ • '^'^^^ '■^' 

E're troul^ y^tji^W fr^AtJ^ j 

Let not a Sigh'cpiji^ Jte^ Wll|^^)j^t|^ i 

rdntther be forgot, ^ i,,w a 

■-; " i^^^^ ,.ri. ...... '. 

Such Worth ffifttM^ n^h T^^le Jw«<^«ui«4 lui^ 
What, to regajnlier^ wo^]||d,Xiiio!lt r^fign^. * n; <» :. ijA ^ 
JB^t (he's too heiv^n^^^^ • . .; ..J^ 



She's gone, but o^ wtoi^ipig^tX\9Mw»^thBrt UcH^ 
Conch'd intlrifilSilt^vVU^^ , ,; i :; jII 

Had ihe bfitftajr'd ahqther Nfinutc h^^ j .. i; . 
I h^'Wohi'bliiiins, zj^ t^ hc^r Prifoner : 

And f(^l{wr^:^li^M f^P^i^Xi WHiiT' »t>ii /. »' -^^1 
Forif %>' bright when to a |)ungeon gone, > 

Howwoddihe/hinc.triu3Wphaiitpn;a^T^j|^ [£A;r^. j 

Vainly, weak Kin^, haft tkou his QooQi decfflcd* > , :^ 

lathis beginning qf .his,FaI| tlii'^^ilhown \ , 

But the imperfcift Figure of thy own. " 

Few Hours remain 'twixt thee and Peft^ny, 

Till when grow didl in thy Security. , w ^ 

7£ffi(affyr4:'s and thy Death IS one De£gn^\' .^ . 

Then if jt Crown <^^p|^^ jbiei jf joune. {Exit^ 
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ACT V. S C E N B 1. 

Tl S'5^ift* p ri B !t N'E s 



T,^I SkS.4 Mifi £R N E S. 

NOW Hke a i;4Qiv«tt my Pi^ ill feaftf 
Revenge, tkou SoiaOe toNa troubled Breaill 
Covldhui^tJk*wmesmM6si9i4mkiioWi 
HOW would hi$ Ghoft i«^Oiie at what t d4^l 

Oh no 

riS^SAFHERNES. 
Death» what \9 tMaf I Ite^ and ke f 
Begon€> dull GhoA^if dUMi^art daetnt'd, w^t'i tkatt^ to i 

From deepen HtilTttr»ofeteriBiaI'l€ght, 
Where Souls i»^eiterfitfti«g1rormentsgrofein, 
Whwd ho^fiitg Fiends lie chanft'd, and wfiere^ no Ltj 
But thickeft Darkneis^diver^eV'j^ one> 
I come to wam^ tlfiet^ . Wbitai, of thy Siht 
Short thMi^ttikit'lfefr fi»^ thue t&rtmaJiftr: ^ 

Twere fit that* rtyfteweHtancefobti begin. 
For think what ^pf,'t6' Bnf in eadlfcfi Pafti. 

Farewel »— ' ^ [tTe/ce, 

TlVtJPkMRN'MS. 

-Twas aii odd Speech ; but be it Co: ' 

«flh HeU liftlFiitBAlerat t^^ 
And its Sobmifion b^er to exprefs» 
Sends this AmSafidor to make its Peace. 
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Let idle Fears the SoperfHtious owe; 
PMg^ P ^ith me my Refblation is a Law. 

(Repentance now wouM be too kte began : 
Ages can't expiate what I have done* 
And if below fi)r Sonls (hch Torments tat, 
iMethinks there's yet Tome Brav'ryih Defpair. 
The eafy King^iooks Httle in hift Sttte, 
His Crownt fs for his Head too great t Wdghl: 
fiat r win eafe him» and adorn tins Brow* 
Thus to my Aims no Limits Itt alloir^ 
Revenge, Ambition^ all that's ill» (hall be ' 
My Bas'nefs; fo 111 baffle CMtiny. 

Hell! No- 

Til aa fuch Things whilft here I have Abod^, 
Till my own Trophies rai& me to a God. 

Dirr^ Now fuch an Engine is it 1 wootd havt» 
I knovr he is a Traitor, and is' brave. 
11 bait him with Ambition that ihall move; 
rhcn if complacent to my Bnd^^e prove, ' 

^ ^ In feemin^to comply widi Iv's Deflgn, 

I'll make him but an Inftrument to mime: -' 
For when Succefs me to my Wiihes caUsi * 
1*11 ihake him o^ and then iinpropt he falls» 
My Lord:- 
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Madain. 

My Father lbv?d you, well, ^^ < 

I Ve heard hAn of^ of your Atchf evexxf^nts (etT; > 
When in his Camp iuch ^lant Sl^ed^jou wrougfii;. 
And always Vl^bry and A^wm^JS^'bro^t* 
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T18SAFHERNES. 
Madam« |FOiir Father wa« all good and )oft. 

i^UBEN. 

He could, why maj not I, your Honour truft? 
TISSJFHBRNES. 

You wroiig it ^(e^ your Father lives ia you ; 
At I was hisy I am your Champion too. 
Tho' old, aj^Mn^ your Foes this Sword ihall plead 
Your Right; name, bat your Tr^kor, and he's dea^ 
^UEEN. 

Nay, Sir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe, 
His Injuries extended are to yon. 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys. 
Yet bafely him that gave him Growth deftroys; 
Whilfl for his Ills he would his Kindneis plead. 
To heap your Honours on your Rival's Head. 
Rally your Courage up, if you are brave. 
And at once mine, and your own Honour iave. 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Your Majefty would mean the King. D'ye try 
My Refolution, or my Loyalty ? 
'\ ^VEEN. 

Your Courage, Sir, is known; your Loyalty, 
If you have any, you'll find due to me. 
Thro* me thefc Honoui:s you in Sparta bore. 
And 'twas my Father made you great before. 
Now know it is the King, who(e perjur'd Soul 
Has done me Injuries ib bafe and foul. 
That all that's good will bluih at; his Vows paft 
To me, all in another!s Love ar^ joft. 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life mull bleed ; 
' He with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 
To take the fair Timandra to his Bed. 
Let's go furpiize him now he's full of Wine, 
Revenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine. 
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Madam, kdc»diftrfnjtirifery6#1^r^'r " ^- '^i^ 
Cry loud; Yior do I iSiioMf^lSk^ 111. ^ 
But you mdiiWA'td-fite you'^WWnrf^ ' "^"^ 

By all thaVs holy ril be fo to you. 

* T ISS:^'PHS iJW ES. 

rU do'f ; Stit, Madim, know, I undertake 
To \aaaFd lifeim^sHoiieur ftft yotr firk^ ; ^ 
Should you betray m^**-^— ^^ ' 

I Nay, now you are unkinder than before. 

I To my firft Oath 111 add a Millk>n more. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
And you will ftill be mindful of the Crown ? 
1 it^EEN. 

I Had he ten thoufand, they were all your own. 
f '■ TISSJPHERNES, 

This then's his Fate; pity a Grime were here : 
i ^^ fhan't have Time enough t6 make a Pray'r. 

[Dra<ws a Dag^&^ 
f ^UEEN. 

B^ bold ; and proiper in thy brave Defign ; 
'^'id when his Death's perform'd, the next is thine. [Jjtde. 
' • ^ [Exit. 

riSSJPHERNE'S. 
This Trap was dang'roufly and iubtly lay'd, 
I ^t I am notib eafily betray 'd, 
f Her Love to Aldbtdties J know; 
I Her Wom^n for me did that Kindncfs do : 
1 Atid fmce fhe is fo good at the Deligh, 
I ^*11 to oblige her give her oneiif mixie. 
' My zealous urging of her Oath was done* 
Not to prevent her Plots, bnt hkle my o^^n. "■ 
Vol. I. E - . FU 
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rU cherifh her in all that fl^e pretends. 

So make her Aims but Covers Xo my Ei>ds. 

For when I'm feated on the Spartan Throne, 

Both her and all her Tre^fons I'll difown : 

Prove both her Judge and .heir Accufer too. 

And on her my firft Aft of Juftke do. 

So all my Doubts and Fears will be o*er-paft» 

AndbyherFallIfixmyfelfm6re&9:. [ 

An Apartment f njuith a Chair nfSfatt^ and hj it &^ 
nuith the Crown and Scepter • 
Enter King and Lords. 
KING. 
My Lords, no more, we've drank too deep ! Fd n 
A while be private. 

LORDS. 
Royal Sir, we go. Ex. I 

KING. 
Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleafing Air 
AppemTe my Sorrows and delude my C^re. [Sits i 

SONG. 

Princes that rule^ asut Empires fway^ 

Htnxj tranfitory is their State ! 
Scrrcnus the GUrJes do aUay^ 

And richeft Crowns ha've greateji Weight. 
XL 
7he mighty Msaarch Tree^n fears ^ 

Ambitious thoughts ^within him rafve% 
His Life all Difcontent and Cares, 

And he at beft is but a Slave. 

m. 

Vainly ive think with fond deUghe ^ 

To eafe the Burden of our Cares; 
Each Grief a fecomd doejs invite. 

And Sorrows are each other's Heirs* 
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IV. 

#V!r »tf, fty Sh/MMT Pil maintain^ 

Be^ GiManty Generous^ and Brawi 
And luben J ^uietudf tAfOuld gain^ 

Atka/tlfiudit intheGraifi. 

[The King Alls adeep. 

£«^ QjJ B E N ^W TissAl»HERK«s Hjuitb a Daggett 

H$ ileeps; now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are thefe, the Scepter and the Crown \ 
So did the droafy Dragon fleep> when h^ 
Loft the rich Fruits of Uie Befpman Tree. 
Firft we'll fecuxe his Crown, and then he dies% 

Thus I'm diicharg'd of all |i\y Promifes. 
Take this, and if I. claim your Promife too^ 

[Puts it on bis Hedd. 
Y'arc King, and JuiUoe is your Duty now. 
Come, by his fall 

This your firft Step to Gloiy folemnize, 
m make you King, make him my Sacrifice. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
ril do't, but ftay— - [Advances towards the King. 

^UEEN. 

T'Nfly, quickly to him go; 

Sir, he experts no Ceremony nowk 

TISSJPHERNES. 

Thu^ then I hah ! how alter'd am I grown ! 

I ftand amaz'd, and dare not ve^iture on. 
There is in Majefty a fpcret Charm, 
That puts a Fdtter on a T^^iitor's Arm 2 
I cannot do't' 

^UEEN. 
Then look on her that dares. 
Hbw defpicable is the Man that fears f 

E 2 Give 
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Give me the fatal Inftrument of Death; 

ITaAes his Dagger from 
Myfelf will in his Heart this Dagger fheathe : 
Then blufti to think, if e*er the World ihould know, 
That a frail Woman durft do more than you. 

Courage — he fmiles, [JdiiaHces ionuards the K 

Some pleaiing Dreams his Fancy entertain; 
Oh it were Pity he ftiould wake again. 
Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command : 
Accept this from thy Deidamah Hand. [Stahs . 

KING. 

Hah, murder*d! Deidamia^ and by you ! 
W^hat is*t that faithlefs Woman will not do f 
Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewel. 
When After- Ages ihall this Story tell, 
*TwiU be a Truth too (ad to be receiv'd ; 
Nor (hall the World be by itfelfbclievM. 
• Did r for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, - 
To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 
When at the Altar ftrideft Vows I paid ? 
Nor were they with lefs Zeal perform 'd than made. 
I lov'd you far above that Life y'ave fpilt. 
Till ev'n my Paffion was become my Guilt. 
I for your fake depriv'd Heav'n of its due. 
Took Adoration thence to pay it you. 
And muft this be th' Reward for all Fve done ? 
Yet I (hall have this Comfort when I'm gone. 
That I no longer fhall with thee remain. 
But die in hopes we ne'er (hall meet again. [J 

^UEEN. 

He's gone, and now my Lord 

r ISSAPHERNES. 

.— *— Oh, what is't you have done ? 
A while lay your unruly Paffions down. 
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View but the fweet Compofdre of that Face, 
Where Grandear fat attended by each Grace : 
Now there grim Death his ghafUy Revels keeps, 
And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps. 
Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has giv'n 
That Blow, wiiich robs the World to enrich Heav*n* 
Oh my dear Lord, that e er I liv d to know 
This Day I Madam, I ean't conceal it. 
SlUEEN. 

■ Say you fo f 
But, Sir, I fcom to be betray'd by you. 
\At the noi/e of People entring, throws away the Dagger, 
then falls upon her Knees j and lays hold ^TilTaphernw^ 
thenjpeaks. 

i Treafon, Treafon, Treafbn, i^c, 

Is^t not enough y ave (hed my Hulband's Blood ? 

TISSAPHERNES. 
The Devil! 

ZUEEN. 
And robb'd the World of all that's great and good» 
^«t you muft feek my Life; Oh Pity take, 
*^ ^ot for mine, at leaft for Virtue's fake I 
TISSAPHERNES. 

Hell and Plagues ! — ^ ' 

^UEE.N. 
But why do I name that ? for all that e'er 
The World had left of it, lies murder 'd there^. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
Very fine. 
^UEEN. 
I Yet tho' you ve robb'd him of his Life, fave mine v 
' ril live to aflc Heav'n Pardon for your Sin. 
TISSAPHERNES. 
So,, now ril flop jour Mouth. 

[Breah from her, and takes up the Dagger^ 
E 3 ^UEEN 
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Help ! Murder! Ti^afon! help I 
Enter L o it d s. 

1 LORD. 
How, Tijhfhirnes^ arm'd againft die Qneen ! 
What means this Pollure, Sir ? 

^UEEN. 
— — Oh noble Lord, 
If e'er your Pity could a Tear afford. 
Weep down an Ocean there ; behold the Spcii^ 
Of Sparta*^ Hopes lies murdef d in her iting. 
And had not I the Traitor's Rage withftood, 
l4e with my Hufband's too had mix'd my Bloods 
Seci^here he guilty (lands. 

LORD. 

Great J^is flain ! 
By T/Japlferitenoo i 

^UEEN. 

^ Yes, he to gain 
Th* Spartan Crown, this bloody Deed has dont. 
See he already has ufurpt the Crown ; 
His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 
But on the Royal Spoils thus proudly preys ; 
Infults in's Treafon. 

, TJSSJPHERNES. 

m 1 am now run down 

So far, that all Hopes of Recovery's gone : 
But;, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 
On me ? was't not by you his Blood \yas fpilt ? 
kjJEEN. 
By me I bafe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
Lay this inhumane Regicide on me ? 
I wound this br^ft ? ah* dea^oft S^t> too well 
I lyn^w thy Wqrtli !, [PTee^ 
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TISSJPHERNES. 
Death ! flic'U be Qucfen of HcU: 
P/k/0 win grow in love with her fbr this. 
i O R D, 
My Lord» Treaibn^s above all Pardon. 
rt^SAPHEkKES, 

—Til. 
LORD. 

Then, Sir, tojuftice. 
TISSJPHERNES. 
No, tht» I deny. [Promts Hi iaggtr* 

Iliv'd not by it, nor will by it die. 
Was it for this my Stratagems I laid 
To ruin her, to be by her betray'd ? 
Curfe on my narrow Fate ; bat yet to (hew 
That I love Murder too as well as you, 
Thtts peljttr'd Qgcen ' 

' [p^s tofiab the ^een^ tut is hinJer'd fy the Ltpdt. 
^UEAN. 
See„ how he'd lUll parfiie 
His Treafon ! hence to Juftlce with hifli gd: 
Hourly let on the Rack his Pains encreafe. 
Till he the Horror of his Guilt Confeft. ^ 

TISSJPHERNES. 
That (hall not oeed. 1 11 oym the Deed as ikufte, 
fiut glory in't, it was a brave Dc^tk, 
The Kiftg kilPd ! and I ruin'd ! to complcat 
Thy Luft, all by one Stratagem, was great ! 
So great, that for its fake 
I can with Satisfaftion yield my Breath, 
Elfe I ihould take no Pleafure in my Deadu 
But e'er I go, be pleas'd to entertain • 
The lall kind Precepts of a dying Man* ' 

Be bloody, falfe, revengeful, luftnil, all 
That can be found recorded on PleU's Roll 

E 4 Embrace- 
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Embrace ; where-c'cr you riling Virtue fee, 
Down with it, and fet up Impiety. 
Make that your Theme, leave nothing ill undone. 
So copy Tijffaphernes when he's gone ; 
Who leaves this Counfel as a Legacy : 
'Tis my Religion, and Til in it die. [Exit T\£.guardcd, 
^UEEN. 
Hence 'with the Wretch— — ^ 
Mean while to my dead Lord PU Sorrows pay. 
And after his figh my own Life away. [Ex. Lords* 

So, now they are gone Hah, who comes there I 

Enter A r d E l l a* 
ARDELLJ. 

'Tis !• 
^V EEN. 
j^rdel/a, on that thing call back an Eye ; 
'Twas once a King, but thank thefe Hands now none: 
Nay, ftart not, Hijfaphernet too is gone ; [Ardella/<ir//- 
His Treafures all are thin^ as a Reward. 
ARDELLJ. 
You are too kiad— 

^UEEN. 
See f^aight a Draught prepared, 
And Murderers ; Timandra next muft fall ; 
You kuow our Will, let it be done. 
ARDELLA. 
—It fhall. [Exeunt fe'verally* 

S C E N E n. A darhn'd Tent. 
Tim AND R A ajleep upon a Couch ^ a Spirit comes andfingi* 
MERLIN. 
Come my Salla, come anxioy, 
fhy Merlin calls, 

S A L LA9 lAJtthin, 
Whither r 

MERLIN, 
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MERLIN. 

Hither ; «we*'ve no Bufine/s to day : 
And tvhtrt Innocence JUeps tve/ecurely may plmy* 
SALLJ, 
I come. [Entet». 

MERLIN. 
Soy ivelcome my Dear^ 
Butjirft let's di/per/e the black Clouds that are herti' 

BOTH. 
Round about this Place ive range. 
And its gloomy Darkhe/s change 
To a bright delightful Grove^ 
A proper Scene for happy Lonjt. 

- The Scene changes to Elyxium^ 

MERLIN, 
^exty to di'vert this Fair Qne^ all 
fDur luin^d Companions lAjeUl call, 
^ndthe Air for Mufick charmt 
^hiljl they their Meafures here perform. 

BOTH, 
dome all you bright Forms that inhabit the Air^ 
^nd eafe iviih your Pleafures the Cares of the Fair ; 
Mere frolick and fkip^ Oh no longer delay ! 
JBut let each clap his JVings^ and aiuay. 

Several Spirits of the Air defcend, and dance; 
SALLA. 
Noiv let us d/fcover the Manfibns of Reft, 
Where Lovers <with Eternal Joys are bleft. 
[A glorious Temple appears in the Air, where the Spirit*; 
ot the Happy are feated.] 
See, Fair One, fee, not long ieryou 
To thofe glorious Seats ftfall go. 

E 5 Aiothexr ^ 
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Another SP/J8/7; 
T^e lufiful ^en thirfisfrryw Blind,. 
And you ai^ for the Wttrid Uo gnd. 

MERLIN. 
Ifw Jhall you come alone ^ your Loveir too 
Muft meet a Fate the fame <imib you. 

SAL LA. 
But here yonr TrcuUes ail fiall £eafi^ 
*Tu the Seat of endUfsBlifi. 

CHORUS. 

Here in endlefs Pleafures thig^ 

Keep eternal Holy day. 

Here they re*uel, Jfort^ and art 

CroiurCd <mth Joys fill neiu and rarey 

Their Pleafures too eon ne^oer die. 

But like themfel'ves ha<ve Immortality. 

MERLIN. 
See the kind Spirits finik, and nonv 
They'll blefs her njoith a nearer Vievu^ 
[The whole Body of theTerapk inoves (lowawaf)^ 
CHORUS. 
De/cendf oh ye Glories defcend ! 
Who <with Bieffings eternal are cro^*n*di 
To this Nymph your kind Influence lend 
Whilft all the Spheres <with Harmony refound.^ 

MERLIN 
She ivaker; let the Apparition go ; 
By th' damp upon my Wings I know . 
Something ill is dranmng hear ; 
Come, Salla, come awe^ ; oh come aivay^ my Dewr; 
They all n)anijhy and the Scene changes again to the Tewt. 
TIMANDRA. 
Pve had a Dream might make a Lovev bleft ; 
Oh fcvcct Delights of cverlafting Reft ! 

[Queen appears at the Entrant 
How 
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lis r the Qaeen ? what can. her coining mean? 

9, with the RuiHans here remain ; . 
nd with foft Words her Temper tryi 
It him ihe'll live> ihe fhall not die. 



riMJNDRJ. 

Your Pleafiire ! 

^U EEN^ 
Ve heard y*arc brave ; 
beft Proof of Gallantry you gave, 
r your noble Lord you were bereft,. 
1 a Blifs with lb rare Patience lcft» 

TIMANDRA. 
01, our Flames a nobler Paffion rules 
)ndners, th' idle Guilt of wav'ring Fools ;; 
es knew a far higher Excellence, 
6 half Pleafures of a Minute's Senfe.. 

^UEEK 
you may love, fmce you caa with him party, 
nade a Conqueft o'er my tender Heart, 
rerns here ; and fince my Huiband's dead, 
my choiceft Wifties have decreed. 
Id both in his Love and Throne fiicceed* 

T IMANDRA. 
3U believe Empires or Crowns can make 
i Timandra and his Faith foriake ? 
; you 1 an Atom will reiign 
Heart which by holy Vows is mine ? 
ill keep him, nuugre Cruelty. 

QJJEEN. 
Mfadam,. do youjluiQw what 'tis to die ^ 

lltMANDRA. 
'tis to lay thefe Clogs our Bodies by^ 
removMtQ bleft Etexjuity. 
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By Death Relief from all our Griefs we gaifl;^ 
And by one put an end to Years of Pain jj^ 
By that we in one Minute find out more> 
Than all the bufy Gown-men fludy for ; 
Who after in dull Search th'ave Ages fpent^ 
Learn nothing but to know th'are ignorant. 
Death is a Bleffing, and a thing fo far 
Above that word of all our Frailties, Fear, 
It claims our Joy, fince by it we put on l 

The Top of Happincfs, Perfeaion : ' ^ 

Quk him ! no never whilft I here have Breath ;; 
He's mine in ipite of Cruelty or Death. 

Then enter ye grim Minifters of Fate. 
Enter Murderers ivith Poi/on, 
Does not your flubborn Courage now abate ?' 
T IM ANDRA 
No, my RefolVes more fixt and firm are grown ! 
Bring dreadful Racks and Tortures yet unknown. 
Provide one for each Senfe, and then do thou 
Tempt me my Love and Int'reft to forgo, 
'Midft all my Pains I'll fmile and tell thee no; 
^UEEN. 
But Minion, foon your Infolence Ihall ceafe. 
Come, fince fuch Refolution you exprefs. 
Take this ;^demur not ; do't— [Gives her a Bonvl ofPoiJi 
riMJNDRA, 

And is this all ? 
I thought to have had a more heroic Fall, 
Expeded to have nobleft Tortures met, 
Not by dull.Poifon to have found my Fate :. 
Bat any way I can thy Power defy ; 
*Tis ibr xpy Alcibiades I die. [Qi^^ '^ ^'* 

^UEEK 
, Yet yidd> and live— — — 

TLMAl 



} 
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tlMAND RA. 
LJT^ ! what have I to do 
With Life, when giv'n by one fo bafc as you ? 

Thus I dcfpife It — ' [Drinis. 

^UEEN, 
What difmat Tortures lirait will on her feize f 
So I 'twas a Health to Jlcihtades, 

\After 'Y\m2iXi^X2i has drank the Poifon*. 
T IMANDRA. 
Now blufli.at what thy impious Rage has done; 
My Alcibiades is ftill my owi^ : 
And if thou him embrace when. I am gone. 
Each Night thy Bed Til haunt, and challenge there 
Thofe Joys, of which thou haft bereft me here. 
Anxious (hall be each Day, difturb'd each Night, 
A reftlefs Shade Til ftill be in thy Sight ; 
And thee i*th' height of dl thy Pleafures fright. 

Heav'n, what do I feel !— 

^UEEN. 
Oh, does the Draught fucceed ! 

ARDEL LA. 
Madam, great Alcibiades is freed,. 

A.nd juft is entring. 

l^UEEK 

^ -Straight,^ wiui ftri^eft Care 

Convey her in, and wait my Pleafure there, 

[The Murderers. lead in Timsia^ 
Sweet Murder ! Oh no Phyfic is fo good 
^or th* hopelefs Lover as a Bath of Blood.. 

But here he comes. 

Enfer A l.c i r i, a d e s. 
——Now to my Griefs again. [Veils . 

ALCIBIADES, 
It makes me wonder how I Freedom gain ; 
AH things conftts'd and in Diforder are. 

How's 
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How's this, in MqanUng Weedi t unveil, my F; 
Hahy not Timandra I [^Qgecn 

\ No» Sir, tho*^ 'tis one 

That loves as nobly as Timandra ean^ 
Or could, did ihe yet live, bat ihe is dead. 
ALCIBIADES. 

Howr dead ! ■ ■ 
^VEEN. 

Yes ; 71^/i^/niM that black Deed did do^ 
Prompted by his ignoble Hate to you. 
But you will wonder more when I ihall tell. 
That by his Hand the mighty Jgis fell. 
The King is flain, both I and Sfarta now 
Have no Hopes left, btit what remain in you^ 
ALCIBIADES. 

In me ! alas I I am a Wretch too poor. 
I'imandra dead ! curft ever be the Hour 
Wherein fo fair an Innocence was loft. 
Heav*n juftly now may of its Glories boaft ; 
For the moft bright and prccioufi Saint that e'e* 
The World enjoy 'd, is fled, and feated there. 
^U E EN. 

Why do you let your Griefs diifradl your Soul 
Call up your Reafon, and let Faffion cool. 
See here a Qoeisn, that couns you with the Ch? 
Of Love, a Crown, and Empire, to her Arms : 
No longer for Timandra Sorrow wear ; 
I will fupply all you have loft in her : 
rU Love you as ihe did. 

ALCIBIADES. 
Oh, Miadam, no; 
To love like her's a Task too hard for you. 
Love me as fhe did ! why, each Thought ihe hs 
Of me, was fuch, might make an Angel glad» 
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For Crowns, tho* Efinp'ror of tbe World I were, 
I'd turn ^ Beggar to recover her. 
Oh, Madam, tempt no further ; all's but vain-i 
I ne'er can have a Thought of Love again,^ 
^UEEK 

Never ! ■ ■ 
JLCIBIJDES. 
Noy never 

Can you then fo foon 
forget your Promifc ? or will yon difown 
That e'er, if you Timandra ihould furvive, 
ITou vow'd you only for my fake would live ? 
Vou fee how Heaven has decreed 

ALC IBIADE S. 

Alas \ 

I then the Bleiling knew, but not the Lofs ; 
Befides, I now muft di e. 

^UEEN. 
How, Sir,, is't thus my profFer'd Love you prize t 

JLCI^IJDES. 
I do not hate you ; may not that fuffice ^ 

^UEE N. 
Ungrateful, no ! but Til reward thy Pride, 
Draw back :—— 

7" be Scene Jraivft, difc(meri Timandra Qti a Couch^ ^ 
in tbe midfi of her Paint, 

Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 

flkud know, by me thy lovM "limandra dy.'d :. 
Yes, cruel Man, by me 

No, Queen, (he lives. 
And ftill to all thy Rage Defiance gives. 
Do I behold my deareft Lord fo nigh I t%>/^AIdb;. 
Shall I agaiafee him before I die! 

ALai^ 
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ALCIBI ADES, 
Beft Hopes and Comfort of my Life, Vm here. 
How feres, my Love ? 

TIMJNDRA. 
Oh, come not, come not near ; 
My Blood's all Fire, mfeftion's in each Vein, 
And Tyrant Death in ev*py Part does reign ; 
But I for you could fuffer much more Pain. 
ALC IBIAI>ES. 
Kind Heav'n ! let all her Pangs upon me fall : 
And add ten thonfand more, I'll bear 'em all. 
Do but reftore her back. Oh curfed Queen! 
What Devil arm'd thee to fo damn'd a Sin f- 
Cou'dft thou be guilty of fo foul a Deed? 
^UEEN. 
Yes, I did do't ; by me the King too bled : 
Unworthy Wretch ! and all for love of you ; 
But had I Pow'r I now would kill thee too. 
ALC I B lADES. 
Oh do't, ril blot out all th'aft done before; 
And never call thee bafe, nor crud more. 
Here is my Breaft, foon the kind Work begin,. 
Advance thy Poniard, fend it boldly in. 
^UEEN, 
No, thou (halt live for harder Deftiny, 
B\it firft (halt fee thy dear Timandrq die. 
ALC IBIADES. 
Oh Mifery beyond the damn'd beneath !' 
Mull I not happy be in Life nor Death ? 

TIMANDRA. 
Alas ! ceafe your unneceflary Moan ; 
I find my Torments quickly will be gone. 
Tho' I could wifh they might to Years renev^ 
So I might iUll be bleU with feeing you. 

• N 
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w the black Storms of Fate are all blown o'er, 
id wc ftall meet, and ne'er h6 parted more. 
«ut oh farfewel ■ ■■ [Diet. 

JLC J 6 IJDES. 
■' ■ My dear Timandra. ftay ! 
Ah precious Soul, fly not fb Toon away f 
But one Look more ; will Death have no Remorfe \ 
See, 'tis thy Akihiades implores. 
But oh Ihe's gone ! feize there that MurdereA. 
^UEEN. 

No: 

Seize me ! ^tis more than all your Camp can do : 
Whocer comes, here's my Guard ; alas, mean Fool. 

[Pre/ents her Dagger* 
My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule ; 
There lies your Conflancy. [Pointing to Timandra. 

[Alcibiades^V/ to the Queen, andjhatches the Dagger 
from her. 

JLCIB IJDES. 
Infernal Hag! 
Whofe ev'ry Breath infects, each Look's a Plague ! 
Could not thy Fury on my Bofom reft. 
But thou muft wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaft ? 
To murder her f— -curfe on me that I ftand 

Thus idle ; now thy Heart '— 

\PreJenis the Dagger to her Breafi. 
--But oh 'twould brand 
My Trophies with eternal Infamy, 
If by my Hand fo b^fe a thing fhould die : 
Her Ilkib many, and {o odious arfe, 
They would difgrace an Executioner. 
Yet I'd do fomething ; oh I have't, Til tear [Ravingfy, 
Her piece-jneal : ■ but Timandra s gone too far: 

[Mildly. 
Yonder 
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Yonder {he mounts f triumphant Spirit Iby ; 
See where the Angels heap her Soul away! 
Now all the Gods will grow in love with her : 
And I ihall meet frefh Troops of Rivals there. 
But thus ril halte and follo w ■ [Stales it 

— — ^Devil, there—— [TArowt the Dagger u the Q 
Die, if thou h^ Courage enough to dare. 
But oh! 

A heavy Faintnefs does each Senfe furprize : 
Yet e*er I clofe up thefe unhappy Eyes, 
Here their lail duteous Sorrows they fhall pay» 
And at this Obje£t melt in Tears away. 
Bleft Center of my Hopes! in whom I plac'd 
Too choice, too pure a Happinefs to laft. 
I any Lois lefs than thy Death had griev'd ; 
How well could I have dy'd, fo thou hadH livM I 

Damn'd Fiend I [Te the Q 

But oh why do I rave at her, 

That have fo little time to tarry here f 

One parting Kifs, and then in Peace I'll die : 

[Kifes Tim^ 
Now, farewel World ; welcome Eternity. 

£»/«r Patroclus, Lords t and Guards^ 

P ATRQCLUS. 
Horror of Horrors ! this was a difnial Chance ; 
Alas my Friend ! 

ALC1BIJDE&. 

Thy ufelefs Grief rcl 

Farewel ; we Ihall hereafter meet again. | 

PJTROCLVS. 
Guards, feize the Queen 

^UEEN. 
— «Sei?:e me, rude Slaves! fo: 

PAT 



A L C I B ^ A E S. 91 

FJTROCLUS. 

I (hall in (hart your AccufatioD hear. 

!1 the King> my Father firft yoa made 
Property ; then hoTdy him betray'd. 
NVoman ail con&fl* and by the Guard 
V feciir*d to a more juH Reward, 
tho* too late) this black Defign I knew i 

II your Stratagems are ufelefs now. 
s with the Muraerefi to Ju^ice. 

9UEEN. 

_Hah I 
: you that I will die by formal Law ? 
vhen Tm dead be thus my Fame fupply'd ; 
v'd a Murd'refs, and a Murd'refs dyM: 

• [Sfais her/elf. 

s would but my Happincfs retard : 
I defcesd below to a Reward, 
be Queen of Fate : The Furies there 
le a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 
\ to be in State; my Lords, farewcl: 
noble Charon t hoift up fail for Hell. \l>ku. 

LORD. 
' Sdul is ffed-^ 

PATROCLUS. 

—With her for ever die 
'reafons, ^d her odious Memory* 
bither is the fair DraxiUa gone ) 

LORD. 
raded at the Mifchiefs that are done, 
fled ; but whither is to all unknown. 

FATROCLUS. 
ckly let after her be made purfuit ; 
ifack all the World to find her out. 
k)U9 Heav'n to her will furc be kind. 

£ntat 



92 Alcibiades* 

Enter Lord. 

2 LORD. 
My Lord, wc in our Notes have all combin'd 
To make you King ; the Camp, with Shouts and Cn 
Of Joy, fend their loud Wifhes to the Skies. 

[Shouts within. Long li've Patroclus King of 5pai 
PATROCL US. 
♦ Go bid 'em their unwelcome Noife forbear: 
Turn all their Shouts to Sighs of Sorrow here. 

[Turns to the B^d 
Th'arc gone ; and with *em all I wilh'd to keep. 
Now I could almoll turn a Boy and weep. 
My Friend ! my Miftrefs ! and my Father loft ! 
Never were growing Hopes more fadly croft. 
Now Fortune has her utmoft Malice fliown, 
She*d court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown : 
A thing fo far beneath thofe Joys I mifs, 
*Tis but the Shadow of a Happinefs. 
For how uneafily on Thrones they fit. 
That iiiuft, like me, be wretched to be great. 

[Exeunt Omt 
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EPILOGUE, 



Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 



\ 



'KJOW ivho fays Poets dont in Blood delight f 
•*■ ^ ""Tis truey the Farlets care not much to fight ; 
But faith they clanjo it off'whene''er they avrite; 
Are Bully 'Hocks not of the common Size; 
•Kill ye Men f after than Domitian Flies, 
Ours made fuch Havoc% that the filly Rogue 
Was forced to make me rife for tF Epilogue, 
^he Fop damned me y but e^er to Hell I go ^ 
N 'very fain befatisffd if you 
Think it not juft that he luere fernJ^d fo too. 
Ai he hath your Sy do you his Hopes beguile; 
Tou^ve been in Purgatory all this nvhile. 
Then damn him down to HelU and never fpare; 
^haps hill find more Favour there than here : 
^ay of the t<wo may chufe the much lefs Evil; 
^fyouWt but good fwhen pleas^dy ev^nfis tht Devil. 
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Don CARLOS, 



Prince of SPAIN. 



T R A G ED Y. 



"^rincipihus placu{ffe *vms non uUima laus eft. Hor. 






'^1^ 




To his Royal Highnefs the 



D U K E. 




vS I R, 

;IS an approved Opinion, There 
is not fo unhappy a Creature in 
the World, as the Man that wants 
Ambition : For certainly he lives 
to very little ufe that only toils, in the fame 
Round, and becaufe he knows where he is 
tho' in a dirty Road, dares not venture on a 
ftnoQtKer Path for fear of being loft. That 
I am not the Wretch I condemn, your Royal 
Highnefs may be fufficiently convinced, in 
Vol. I. F that 
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that I dxif-ft prcfumc' to put tMiJiPdittft-\iW*i( 
your Patronage. ' My Motives ta it- ivert 
not ordinary : For, befidcs^my ^wn Propen^ 
fity to take any Opportunity of publilhing 
the extreme Devotion I owe your Royal 
Highnefs, the mighty Encouragement I 
received from your Ap|>rob^ion of it whed 
prefentcd on the Stage, was Hint enough ^« 
let me know at whofe Feet it ought to 
laid. Yet whilft 1 do this, I am fenfibleT 
cHrious World will expedl Tome Panegy 
on thofe heroic Virtues, which are through 
out it fo itiucb admir'd. But as they an 
Theme too great for my Undertaking, 
only to endeavour at the Truth of them mi 
in the diftance between nry Obfcurity a 
their Height, favour of a Flattery, which ip 
your Royal Highnefs*s Efteem I would no^ 
be thought guilty of: Tho* in that part 0^ 
them which relates td myfelf {'viz. your 
Favours fhower'd on a Thing fo mean as I 
am) I know not how to be filent. For ypu 
were not only fo indulgent as to bcftow your 
Praifaon this, but even (beyond my Hopes) 
to declai*e in favour of my firft Effay of this 
Nature, and add yet the Encouragement of 

your 



D^-E<D;l:C/A T lio N. 

f9l^.Qmmiei^^ tQ jg0 forwittd, when I had 

rhc /Honour to/ kifs: yc*n- Royal Higliine&'s 

Hand, in token of: y;wr Permiflion co make 

a Dedicauon to you of the fecond. I muft 

confefs) and bpafl,i lam very pnotrd of it; 

and it we^ enou^ to make meniore, were 

I not fenfiblq bo* fwl am undeferviog- Yct 

when I cpnfid^rlyou ney^r give your Favours 

precipitately, but. that it is a certain Sign of 

fome Defert when you vouchfafe to promote: 

I, who have terminated my .beft ^opes in it, 

fhould do wrong to your Goodnefs, (hould I 

not let the Wqrld know^, . my ^ind, as well 

as my Condition i$ rais'd by it. I am certain 

none that know your Royal Highnefs will 

difapprove my afpiiing to the Service of fo 

grea«ttnd fo good a Mafter;"One who (as is 

ipp2trent byiall thoff who have the Honour 

to be, near you, and know you by that Title) 

never raised without Merit, or difeounte- 

nanc'd without Jufticc. , it is that indeed 

obliging, Severity which has in all Men 

created^.'aa ^liwful J^pye ajFid Refped to- 

fi^qrdst ybu^nXu^ inr./th<^, iirmnc^fs of your 

^Ref(kutjion It^ bmiffeiand gpod Man is furc 

■'■ ' 'V'_.; ' • ' ■ - F 2 ■ of 
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ofybu, whilft the ill-minckd and malignMt 
fears you. This I could not pafs over, and I 
hope your Royal Highnefs will pardon it, 
fince it is unaflfeftedly my zeal to you, who 
am in nothing fo unlortunate, as that I 
have not 'a better Opportunity to let you 
and the World know how much I am. 



Xwr Royd Highnefs' s 



mofi humble^ mqft faithful 
and mofk obedient fervanty 









Thq. Otway. 




THE 

P R E F A C E. 

READER, 

elS not that I have any great Affe£Bon to 
Scribbling, that I pefter thee with a Pre- 
face } for amongft Friends, it is almoil a^ 
poor a Trade with Poet?, as it js with 
thofe that write Hackney under Attornies, it will 
hardly Jcecp us in Ale and Cheefe, Honeft Ariofto 
began to be fenfible of it in his Tia[ie, who makes 
his Con^laint to this Purpofe ; 

/ pity thofe who in thefe hiter Days 
Do write ^ when Bounty hathjhut up her Gate : 
Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock y^ 
And for their Labours ofl have hut a Mock. 

Thus I find it according to Sir John HarringtorCs 
Tranflation ; had I underftood IteliaA I would have 
given it thee in the Original, but that is not my 
Talent j therefore to proceed : This Play was the 
fecond that ever! writ, or thought of Writing. I 
muft qonfefs, I had often a Titillation to Poetry, 
but never durft venture on n>y Mufe, till I got hff 
into a Corner in the Country 5 and then, like a 
baibful young Lover, when 1 had h^ in privatja^I 
had Courage to fumble, but nevef thought ibe 
F 3. woi ' 
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PRE Pji t! E. 

would hkve'fr^dute^d ariyUblngfi tillat kft, I kndw 
not how, ^'c^r I Wa^ iiwar^i /I fouhd ^yfelf Father 
of a Dramatic Birth^'Whkh^l cnlied' Akidrades : But 
I might, without OfFcJnte t6 any Perfon in the Play, 
as well have call'd it Nebuchadnezzar i for my Hero, 
to do him right, was none of that fqueamifli Gen- 
tleman I make him, but Vrould as little have boggled 
at obliging the Paffion of a young and beau- 
tiful Lady, as I fhould myfelf, had I the fame Op- 
portunities, vi^hich I have given llim. This I pub- 
lifh to antedate the Obj^ions fome People may 
make againft that Play, who have been (and much 
good may it do 'em) very fevere, as they think, 
upon this. Whoever they are, I am fure I never 
difobliged them ; nor have they (thank my good 
Fortune) much injured me: Iii the* mean while I 
forgive 'em, and fmce I am out of the reach on't, 
leave 'em to chew the Cud on their own Venom. I 
am well fatisfy'd I had the greateft Party of Men of 
Wit and Senfe on my Side ; amongft which I can 
never enough acknowledge the unfpeakable Obliga- 
tions I received from the Earl of R. who, far above 
what I am ever able to deferve from him, feem'd 
almoft to make it his Bufmefs, to eflablifh it in th^ 
good Opinion of the King and his Royal Highnefs > 
from both of whom I have fince received Confirma- 
tion of their good liking of ir, and Encouragement 
to proceed. And it is to him, I muft in all Grati' 
tude confefs, I owe the greateft part of my good 
Succefs in thiy, and on whofe Indulgency I ex- 
tremely build my Hopes of a next. I dare not pre- 
[ume to Uke to myftlf what a great many, and 

thofe 



; (I am fure) of good J«<!dgiwnit^oQ>J)aY<? been 
ind to afford me,j {viz* That it ia tbe l>^il He- 
Play that has be^n wrUten of lal;e; for, I 
k Heav'n, I. am yet not fo vain* But this I may 
eftly boaft of, which the Author of th^e Fren£h 
id has done before me, in his Preface to that 
, that it never fail'd to draw Tears from the 
s of the Auditors ; I mean, thofe whofe Souls 
s capable of fo noble a Pleafare ; for <k was not 
Buiinefs to take fuch as only come ta a Play- 
!e to fee Farce-fools, and^ laugh at their own 
rmed Pidhire^, Tho* a certain Writer, that 
I be namefeis, (but you may guefs at him by 
Lfollows) being afk'd his Opinion of this Play, 
' gravely cock'd, and cry'd, / gad he knew not^ a 
* in it he would be Author of. But he is a fine fa- 
)us witty Perfon, as my Friend Sir Formal has 
and to be even with him, I know a Comedy of 
that has not fo much as a Quibble in it which 
juld be Author of. And fo, Reader,,! bid him 
thee 

FareweL. 







WHEN Jirfi cur Author took this Play in handy 
He doubted much^ and long ivas at ajland. 
He kne^ the Fame and Memorj of Kings 
Were to he treated of as facred Things. 
Not as they're reprefented in this Age^ 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage ! 
Us^d only juft for reconciling Tools^ 
Or ivhat is lAjorfe, made Villains all, or Tools. 
BeJideSf the Qhara&efs he Jhonijs to-night ^ 
He found wer^ 'very difficult to lurite : 
He found the Fame of France and Spain at flaky 
therefore long paused y and fear* diohich Part to take ; 
Till this his Judgment fafefl underftood^ 
To make 'em both Heroic as he cot^d. 
But now the greateft Stop nvasyet unpaft^ 
He found himfelfy alas! confined too fafl. 
He is a Man of Pleafure, Sirs, likeyou. 
And therefore hardly could to Bujinefs bonju^ 
Till at the laft he did this Conqueji get. 
To make his Pleafure Wheiftone to his Wit, 
So fometimes for Variety he /writ. 
But as thofe Block-heads^ ivho difcourfe by rote. 
Sometimes fpeak Senfe altho' they rarely kno^'t : 
So he fear ce knenjo to wjhat his Work ivould gro'w. 
But 'tivas a Play, becaufe it ^ould befo : 

• - ret 
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^weffhe kM§*ws this is a nveak Pretence^ 
IdUnefs is the *worft «want of Sen/e» 
him not nthw of Carelejfnefs be tof^d^ 
Uivrhe in earnefty itjffen Ik ^writes the pext : 
m nvhiU 

me his fuperftuous Branches^ nt^)erffare\ 
do it kindly^ be not toofevere^ 
may bear b^ter Fruit another Tear, 
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Dramatiy 







P/&/7/jft II. King of Sfaift, Mr. Betterton^ 

Don Ciir/^/, ^bij Son,. * ^ Mr. Sfhitb.. 

Don John of Jfifiria^ Mt, Harris, 

Marquis o{ P0/0, the Prince's Confident, Mr. Crofy, 
Rui'Gomez^ MuMnlbur^^ 

Officer of the Guards,:, • Mr. Norrtu 



,W O M JE N- 

Queen of ^a/xr, Mrs, MarjLe^ 

Dutchefi ofEhlff Wife to R. Gomez, Mrs. SbaJ'weC' 

Miwtiettay Mrs. GMs. 



-:l':J' 




r A R ^ ° ^' 

p^.NCE of SPAX^ 



Bui-Gomez, ^;- m 

'^^^ vfe Brows no Cares 
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io8 Don Carlo Sj 

Approach bright Miftrefs of my pureft Vows : 1 

Nor (hew me him that more Religion owes > 

^I o Heav'n, or to its Altars more devoatly bow^ J 
Don C A R L O S. 
So Merchants, cafl upon ibme favage Coafl» 
Are forc'd to fee their deareft Treafures loft. 
Curfe ! What's Obedience ? A falfe Notion made ") 
By Priefts, who when they found old Cheats decay'd, C JJIde^ 
By fuch new Arts kept up declining Trade. j 

AFathipr? Oh! 

KING. 
—Why does my. Carlos (hrood 
. His Joy, and when all's Sunlhine wear a Cloud ? / 
My Son, thus for thy Glory I provide ; 
From this fair Charmer, and our Royal Bride,. 
Shall fach a noble Race of Heroes fpring* 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King.^ 

Don CARLOS. 
A greater Glory I can never know. 
Than what already I enjoy in you. 
The brighteft Ornaments of Crowns and PowVs 
only can ^mire, as they are yodrs. 

KING. 
Heav'n ! how he ftands unmov'd f not the leaft fhew 
Of Tranfport, 

Don CARLOS. 
—*-^*-»Not admire your Happinefs ? I do^ 
As much ^mire it as I rev'rence yoo. 
Let mc exprefe the mighty Joy I fed. 
Thus, Sk, I pay my D«ty when I k^el. [Kneelttotbe^een^ 

^VEE N. 
How hard it is hk Paffi6n to c6n£itei 
I'm fure 'tis fo, if I may judge by milie. [^ir- 

Alas,, my Lord, y'aite too oUequioas bow. {To Catios. 

Dosti 
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DcH CARLOS. 
• Oh I might I but enjoy this Pleafure ftill^ 
Here would I worihip and for ever kneel. 
^UE E N. 
'Fore Heaven, my Lord! you know not what you da^ 

KING. 
StUl there appears Difturbance on hi» Brow; 
And in his Looks an Earneftneis I read. 
Which from no common Caufes can proceed. [-^f^r; 
rU probe him deep— — -_y 

When, -when, my deareft Joy, [To the ^eem 

Shall I the mighty Debt of Love defray ? 
Hence to Love's fecret Temple let's retire. 
There on his Altars kindle th' am'rous Fire, 
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Then Phoenix-Kke each in the Flame expire. 
Still he is fix'd— ~ [Looking on Don Carlos. 

— GonuT^, ohferve the Prince. [To Rui-Gomcz. 

/et fmile on me, my charming Excellence. 
Virgins fhould only Fears and Blufhes fhovv ;. 
But you mull lay afide that Title now. 
The Dodrine which I preach, by Heav'n, is good;. 
Oh, the impetuous Sallies of my Blood ! 
9UE'EN. 
To what unwelcome Joys Pm forc'd to yield ? 
Tow Fate her utmoft Malice has fulfill'd. 
Qarhsy farcwel ; for fince I muft fubmit— • 
KING. 
Now wing'd with Rapture let us fly, my Sweet. 
My Son,- all Troubles ^m thy Brcdl refign, 
And let thy Father's Happinefs be thine. 

[Exeunt King attJ^een attended, 
r^m CARLOS, 
What King, what God would not his Pow'r forego, 
T'enjoy fo much Divinity below ? 
Didft thouc behold her, ?.ofa? . ^ • 

;•. FOB A.. 
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POSJ. 

S*r, Idid. . ^ 


Don CARLO S. 
And is (he not a fweet-onc ? Such a Bridei! 




O Po/a^ once fhc was decreed f6r niine :. 





' Once I had hopes of Blifs.y Hadfl thou but (een; 
How bleft, how proud I was if I could get- 
But leave to He a Proftrate at her Feet, 
Ev'n with a.Look I could my Pains beguile ;. 
Nay fhe in pity too would fometimes fmile v. 
Till at the laft my Vows fuccefsful prov'd. 
And one Day fighing Ihe confefsM fhe lov'd^^V 
Oh ! then I found no Limits to our Joy, 
With Eyes thus languifhing we look'd all Day v 
So vigorous and flrong we darted Beams, 
Our meeting Glances kindled into Flames ; 
Nothing we found that promised not Delight : 
For when rude Shades deprived us of the Light, 
As we had gaz*d all Day, we d/eamt all Night. 
/But after all thcfe Labours undergone, 
A cruel Father thus dellroys^ his Son; 
In their full Height my choiceft Hopes beguiles, 
And robs me of the Fruit of all my Toils. 
My deaceft Po/a^ thou wert ever kind;. 
> Bring thy beft Counfel, and direfl my Mind*_v 

Enter Q o M £ z; 

RULGOMEZ. 
Still he is here* ' My Lord. 
Don CARLOS. 
^ Yout Bufinefs n 

RU I-GOMEZ.' \^ 
Fve with Concern ieheld your cloadfcd^Brow; " 
Ah ! tho* y*ave loft a Beauty well might make. 
Your ftri^ft ^0fl0ur and your Duty ihake« 



Let not a Father's Ills i^i%qide your Mind, 
But be obedient, tho' he's prov'd unkind. 
Don CARLOS. 
Hcnce^ Cynic, to dull Slaves thy Morals tcach^ 
I have no leifure now to hear thee preach : 
Still you'll ufurp a Power o'er my WilU. 
RUl-GOMEZ, 
Sir, you my Services interpret ill : . 
Nor need it be fo foonforgot that I 
Have been your Guardian from yoqr Infancy,, 
When to my Charge committed, L alpne. 
InHruaed y.ou how to exped a Crowa; 
Taught you Ambition, and War's noble/lArtsy. 
How to lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts j 

Whilft, tho* but young 

You would, with Pleafure read of Sieges got, 
jAnd finile'to hear of bloody Battels fought : 
And ftill, tho' not control, I may advife.- 
/^Don CARL O S^, 
Alas, thy Pride wears a too thin Difguift: 
Too well Lknow the Falfhood of thy Soul,, 
MThich to my Father rendered me fo foul. 
That hardly as his Son a Smile IVe known^ 
But always as a Ttaitor met his Frown ./ ' 
My forward Honour was Ambition call'd : 
Or if- my Friends my early Fame extoU'd, 
^fYOTu damp'd my Falhef's^Smiles ftill as they fprung, 
Perfuading I repin'd he liv'd too long. 
So all my Hopes by you were fruftrate made. . 
And, robb'd of Sun-fhinc, wither'd in the Shade; 
'Whilft, my Good Patriot I you difpos'd the Crown - 
Out of my Reach, to haveit^ in yoar own. 
Qttt 111 jpjcycnt yo«r Policy—— . 
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' 112 Don Carlos, 

RULGOMEZ, 

• My Lord, 

This Acculation is unjuft and hard. 
The King, your Father, would not fo upbraid 
My Age : Is all my Service thus repaid ? 
But I will hence, and let my Matter hear 
How generoufly you reward my Care ; 
Who on my juft Complaint, I doubt not,, wHl 
At Icalt redrefs the-fi^uries I feel. \Exit Gomez. 

POSA. 

Alas, my Lord, you too feverely urge 
Your Fate, his Int'reft with the King is large; 
Befides, you know he has already feen 
The'Tranfports of your Paffion for the Quecm 
The ufe he may of that Advantage make 
You ought at leait t'avoid, but for her fake. 
Don CARLOS, 

Ah ! my dear Friend, th'aft touch'd my tender*ftPart;> 
I never yet learn*d the difTembling Art. 
Go, *call him back, tell him that 1 implore 
His Pardon, and will ne'er offend him. more. 
The Queen ! kind Heav'n, make her thy neareft Care 
G ! fly, overtake him e'er he goes too far. [Exit Po&» 
How are we bandy*d up and down by Fate ? ' 
By fo much more unhappy as w are great. 
A Prince, and Heir to Spain's great Monarch bom,, 
Tm forc'd to court a Slave whom moft I fcorn j 
Who like a Bramble 'mongft a Cedar's Boughs, 
Vexes his Peace under whofe Shades he grows. 
Now he returns : Aflift me, Falfhood,-— — down,. 
Thou Rebel Paffion 

Re-enter R u ;-G o M E z and P o s a; 
Sir, I fear I've done. \To R. Gomezi 



Princi ^/ Spain. 113 

Tou wrong ; but if I hare, you can forgive. 
-Icav'n ! can I do this abjeft thing, and live ? [^</#. 
RV I-aOMEZ. 
Ah, my good Lord, it makes too large amends. 
When to his Vaflal thus a Prince defcends ; 
Tho* it was (bmething rigid, and unkind, 
T'upbraid your faithfil Servant and your Friend. 
Don C JRLOS. 
Alas, no more ; all Jealoudes Aiall ceafe. 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace, 
So may jufl Heav'n aflifl me when I fue, 
A3 I to Gomex always will be true. 

RUI'GOMEZ. 
Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the Return Sincerity can make. 

. Bleft in your Father's Love, as Tm in yours. 
May not one Fear difturb your happy Hours : 
Crown'd with Succefs may all your Wilhes be, 

.And you ne'er £od worfe Enemies than me. 

[Exeunt D. Car. anJ Pofi^ 
Nor, fpight of all hia Greatnefs, fliall he need : 
Ofjoo long Date his Ruin is decreed. 

/^^/Vs early Hopes of him have been my Fears ; 
*Twas I the Charge had of his tender Years, 
And read in all the Progrefs of his Growth, 
An untam'd, haughty, hot and furious Youth; 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild ; , 

At all my Precepts Hill with Scorn he fmil'd. 
Or when, by th* Power I from his Tather had. 
Any Refiraint was on his Pleafures laid, 
Ufher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would rife» 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes. 

'But now to all my Fears I bid adieu ; 
for^ Prince, TU humble both your Fate and you. 

Here 



XI4 D O N C A R L O 5, 

Here cozn^s the Star by whom tnj Courfe I ftccr. 

Enter £ ftp l,j. 

Welcorme, my Love — — — ' 

EBOLL 
My Lord, why flay you here, 
Lofing the Pleafure of this happy Night ? 
When all the Court are melting iiv Delight,, 
You toil with the dull Eus'iiefs of the State. 
RU I-GOMEZ, 
Only, my Fair One, how to make thee Great.. 
Thou tak'ft up all th* Bus'nefs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pieafures can*ft impart. 
Say, fayj'myGoddefs, when fhall I be bleft f 
It is an Agt fince I was happy laft. 
EBOLL 
My Lord, I come not hither row to hear 
Your Love, but offer fomething to your Ear. 
If you have well obferv'd, you mufl have feen 
*To Day fome flrange Diforders in the Queeij. 
RUl-GOMEZ. 
Yes, fuch as youthful Brides do flill express,. 
. Impatient Longings for the Happmefs. 
Approaching Joys will ib dillurb the Soul, 
As Needles always tremble Hear the Pole. 
EBOLI. 
Come, come,, my Lord, feem not fo blind; t 
I've feen the Wrongs which you from Carkj feel 
And know your Judgment is too g6od, to lofc 
Advantage, where ydq may fo fafely choofc. 
Say now, iff inform you, how you may 
With full Revebge all yoUi- pafl Wrongs repay. ^ 
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Prince of S p a i-n. .1x5 

; RUI'GOMEZ. 
Blefl Oracle ! fpeak how it may be done : 
My Will, my Life, mvHopes are all thy own. 

Ieboll 

Hence then, and with you ilridleil Cunning try 
What of the Queen.and Prince you can ^^{oxy ; 
What ev'ry Look, each quick and fubtic Glance ; 
Then we'll from all produce fuch Circumftance 
As (hall the King's new Jealoufy advance, j 
Nay, Sir, I'll try what mighty Love you fhew : 
Tfjou will make me great, begin it now. 
/Tiow, Sir, d'ye ftand confidering what to do ? 
' RULGOMEZ. 

No ; but methinks I view from .hence a King, 
A Queen, and Prince^ three goodly Flowers fpring ; . ^ 
Whilft on. 'em like a fubtle Bee Til prey. 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue drawn away. 
Unable to recover, each (hall droop, 
Grow pale, and fading hang his withered Top : ' 
Then fraught with Thyme triumphant back Pll come. 
And unlade all the precious Sweets at home. [Exit Gome2» 
EBOLL 

Whilft I have nobler Bus'n efs of my own. J 

Was I bred up in Greatnefs / Have I been 

Nurtured with glorious Hopes to be a Queen ? 

Made Love my Study, and with pradis'd Charm* 

Prepared myfelf to meet a Monarch's Arms ; 

At laft to be condemn'd to the Embrace 

Of one, whom Nature made to her Diigracc; 

An old, jmperfi?a, feeble Dotard, who 

Can only tell (alas !) what he would do ? 

Qn.him to throw away my Youth and Bloom, 

As jewels that arc toil t'enrich a Tomb ?. 



In thy fond Policy, blind Fool, go on. 
And make what hafte thou canil to be undone, 



ii6 Don Carlos, * 

No, tho' all Hopes are in a Hufbond dead, 
Another Path to Happipe^; PU tread ; .. . 
EtewhereiirK! Joys "fWikh iW^iii him 4ii!ya>^ ' ■ 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave fervc my Pride. 
Still ril in Pleafure live, in Glory ftine. 
The gallant, youthful >4ufiria ihal) be mine : 
To him with all my Force of Charms 1*11 move. 
Let othert toil for Greatneiiii whilil I love. \JL 
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^. C T II. S C E N E I. 

SCENE, jA$ Orange Grove* 

Enter Dmjonu of Avsrtii a. 

Den JOHN. • 
^ H Y ihould dull Law rule Nature, who firil macte 

That Law by which herfelf is now be tray 'd ? 
[an's Corruptions made him wretched, he 
>om moft Noble that was born moft Free : 
of himfelf was Lord, and unconfin'd, 
'd the Diaates of his God-like Mind. 
vas an Innovation brought in* ii n ce, ") 

I Fools began to love Obedience, > 

all'd their Slavery Safety and Defence. J 

rlorious Father ^ot me in his Heat, 
1 all he did was eminently Great : 
I warlike Belgia felt his conqu'ring Pow'r, 
:he proud Germans own'd him Emperor, 
fhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 
fe I came not in (he common Road, 
om obfcure, and fo more like a God ? 
tho* his Diadem another wear, "I 

ift to all his Pleafures I'U be Heir. i 

I fhould meet my ESolif my Fair. J 

Enter £ b o l i. 
ames ; as the bright Cyprian Goddefs moves, 
\ loofe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doves, 
ides to meet the warlike God (he loves. 

EBOLI. 

5 
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EBOLL 

Alas, my Lord, you know; not with what Fear 
And Hazard I am come to meet you here. 
Don JOHN. 
O banifh it : Lovers like us fhouldfly. 
And mounted by their Wifhes foar on high. 
Where fofteft Ecftafies and Tranfports are. 
While Fear alone diilurbs the lower Air. 
£ BOLL 
But who is iafe when Eyes are ,ev'ry where ? 
Or if we could with happiefl Secrefy 
Enjoy' thefe Sweets, oh, whither fhall we fly 
T'efcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide ? 
Don JOHN.. 
Alas, lay this Religion now afide ; 
ril fhew thee one more pleafant, that which Jove *) 
Set forth to the old World, when from above | 

He came himfelf, and taught his Moi^tals Love. J 

EBOLL 
Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 
My Lord, you might coniider who I am. 
Don JOHN. 
I know y'are her I love, what fhould I more 
Regard ?i— - 

EBOLL 
■ By Heav'n he's brave^r-'** [Jfi^^* 

— ^Bntcan fo poor 
A Thought poflefs your Breaft, to think that I 
Will brand my Name with Lult and Infamy I 
Don JOHN. - 
Thofe who are nobleft born fhould higher prize 
Love's Sweets. Oh! let mc fly into thofe Eyes ! 
There's fomething In *em leads my Soul aftray : 
As he who in a Necromancer's Glafs 
Behold his wifh'd-for Fortune by him pais, 

^ . Yet 
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Vet ftill with greedy Eyes-*^ — ^— 

Parfues the Vifiott sU « gKdes'iiWAy*. . . ./v, 

■'^* Bwoity ■ ' •• ■ ■ ••! ^ ' 

Protedl me, HeaveiS, I dak-e no longier /lay ; 
Your Looks ipeak Danger : I feel fomething too 
That bids me fly, yet will not let me go. \Halfafidi. 

I>cnJOHN, 
; Take Vows and Prayers if ever I prove falfe ; 
See at your Feet the humble Auftria falls. [Knee/s. 

E SOLI 

Rife, rife, (Aofbig rijh. 

My Lord, why wonid you thus deceive ? [Sigh, 

Don JOHN. 
How many ways to wound me you contrive ? 
Speak, wpuldft thou have an Empire at thy Feet ? 
Say, wouldft thou rule the World f Til conquer it. 

I , EBOLl 

No ; above Empire far I could prize you. 
If you would be but — — - 

Don JOHN. 

What? 

EBOIL 

■ ■ ■' For ever true. 

Don JOHN. 
That thou mayft ne er liavc Caofe to fear thofe Harms, 
I'll be confin'd for ever in thy Arms : 
Nay, rU QOt one (bort Minute from thee ihay j 
Myfelf rU on thy tender Bofom lay, 
Till in its Warmths I'm melted all away. 

^ E^i^r Ga r,c I a. 

GJRCIJ. 
I Madam, your liOrd-^ — 
\ E BOL-I- 
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EBOLL 
—-Oh! fly, or Tin undone. 

DbhJOHK 
Muft I witHoat my Blefling then be gone ? 

[Kiffes her Had 
EBOLL 
Think yon this Indifcretion merits one ? 

IPidUithacl 
Don JOHN. 

I'm aw'd 

As a fick Wretch, that on his Death-Bed lies. 
Loth with his Friends to part, juft as he dies. 
Thus fends his Soul in Wifhes from his Eyes. [£;> 

EBOLL - . 

Oh Heav'n ! what Charms in Youth and Vigour are ' fi^ 
Yet he in Conqueft is not gone too far ; 
Too eafily Til not myfelf refign : 
Ere I am his. 111 make him furely mine ; 
Draw him by fubtle Baits into the Trap, 
Till he's too far got in to make Efcape j 
About him fwiftly the foft Snare I'll caft, 
And when I have him there, I'll hold him fafl. 

Enter R u i-G o m e z. 

RUL-GOMEZ. 
Thus nnaccompahy'd I fubtly range 
The fditary Paths of dark Revenge : ^ 

The fearful Deer in Herds to Coverts ran, 
i^Whiift Beafts of Prey aiFed to roam alone. 

EBOLL. 
Ah! my dear Lord, how do you fpend your Houf^ 
You little think what my poor Heart endures ; 
Whilft, with your Abfence tortuPd, I in vain 
Pant aftq* Joys I ne'er can hope to gain. ^ 
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RUi-GOMEZ. 

You cannot my Unkindnefi fore upbraid ; 
if ou (bould forgive thofe Faults yonr^H* have foadi 
Remember you the Talk you gave ? i * ■ 
EBOLI. 

■ ■ ■■ ■■ *Tis true ;•—— • — » 
Vour Pardon, for I do remember nowk ti 

If I forgot, 'twas Love bad all my Mind : 
And 'tis no Sin, I hope, to be too kindw 
RUhGOMEZ, 

How h^py am 1 in a faithful Wife ! 
Oh thou moil precious Blefling of myJAk \ 
E BOLL 

Does then Succefs attend upon your Toil i 
\ long to fee you revel in the Spoil. 
I RVLGOMEZ, 

[ What flriaeft J>iiigence could do, I've done> 
T'incenfe an angry Father 'gamil his Son. 
I to advantage told bim all that's pail, 
Defcrib'd with Art each am'rous Glance they calt^ 
So that this Night he ftiunnM the Marriage-Bed, 
Which thro' the Court has various Murmurs fpread* 

Enter 'the Ki n g attended .^y Po $ a • 



See where he comes with Fury in bis Eyes ; 
Kind Heav'n but grant the Sl6rm may higher rifew 
IPt grow too loud, I'll lurk in fome dark Cellj 
And laugh to hear my Magic work fo well. 
KING. 
_ What^s all ttiy Glory> all my Pomp ? how poor 

f Is feding Greatnefs ? or how vain is Pow'r ? 
^ ^ Where all the mighty Conquefts 1 have fcen ? 
J, who o'er Nations have vidorious beenj 
Now cannot quell one little Foe Withiui 
VoLi U G Ci 
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Curs'd Jealoufy^ that ppUonSiaUliOvefs Sweets! 

How heavy .«a ray Heart th' bmdcs ik&!i ;> ' /^>:< 

Qh G«»#49 thou ha^ giv'a any /mortal. Wound, 

RU2-OOMBZ. 
What is't does fo your Roy^ Thoughts confound ? 
A King his Pow'r unbounded ought to have. 
And ruling al]» (houklvnot bet fa£&o9h Slave. 
JCING. 
Thou counfell'il wdl, Irat art no Stranger f<H« 
To the fad Caufeof what Inow endure. , 
Know'ft thou what Poifon thott didft latdy grve ? ^ 
And doll not wonder to behdd me live ? 

RUI'GOMEZ. 
I only did as by my Duty ty'd. 
And never ftudy'd any thing befidc. . ^ 

KING. . . 

I do not blame thy Duty or thy Care : . ^ 

Quickly, what paft between 'em more, declare. 
How greedily my Soul to Ruin flies ! 
As, he who in a Fever burning lies, 
Firft of his Friends does for a Drop implore, "j ^ 

Which tufted once, unable tp give o'er, V 

Knows 'tis his Bane> yet ftill thirfls af^r more*. J 

Oh then*- — .- 

RUI-GOMEZ, 
-»— ^I fear that you'll interpret wrong ; 
^Tis true, theygaz'd, but 'twas not very long. 
KING. 
Lie ftill, my Heart: Nat long was*t that you faid ? 

RUI'GOMEZ. 
No longer than they in your Prefenc^ i)t?y'd. ^^ 

KING. I 

^No longer ? Why, a Soul in lefs tim^ flies 
To Heav^Ay and they have chang'd theirs at their Eyes. 

Hence 
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Hence abjcft Fears, be gone ; (ke^s all Divine* 
Speak, Friends, can Angds in Perfedion ^ ? 

Angels that ihine above, do oft beftow 
Their Inflaence on poor Mortals here belovV. 

KING. ' 
But Qir/os is nty Son^ and always near ; 
Seems to move with me in my glorious Sphere^ 
True, fhe may ihow'r pmmi&uous Bleffings down 
On Slaves that gaze for what fsdh from a CrQwa t 
But when too kindly ihe his Brightnefs fccs^ 
It robs my Ludre to add more to his% 

But Oh f I dare not.think— 

That thofe Eyes fhould at lead fo humble be. 
To ftoop at him, when they had vanquifh'd me* 
POSJ. , 
Sir, I am proud to think 1 know the Prince> 
That he of Virtue has too great a Senfe, 
To cherifti but a Thought beyond the Bound 
Of Striaefc Duty. He to me has own'd 
How much was to his former Paffion due» ' 

Yet ftill confefs*d he above all priz'd you. 
RUl-GOMEZ. 
ypu better reconcile^ Sir, than advife t 
Bd not more charitable than y We wife. 
The King is fick, and we (hould give him Eafe^ 
But fi^ft find out the Depth of his Difeafe. 
Too fudden Cures have oft pernicious grown ; 
We muft not heal up fefter*d Wounds too foon. 
KING. 
By this then you a Pow'r woOld o^er mc gain> 
Woundihg to let me linger in the Pain. 
I'm Hung, and won't the. Torture long endure : 
Serpents that wound, have Blood thofe Wounds to curd* 

G 2 R Vh 
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Good Hettir^ii feib«.ti^,AiJipi*i^^fr 4ar^. „, ,,,- 
To queftion iVirtuci* n.Qafsf n fo; fap j, v; . ^ , , ^ .^ 
rho' fhc her Eyct.4qaft pn ypur^gkwiQiis j^qp^, '^^ l^J^ * 
^en oft fee :T<;€aittKS| and yec eov^t Qonc. !.*, 

•■' KING. ^^ \ *."'':!' 

Think not to blind me with dsg-k Ironiesp .^ 
Fhc Truth difguia'd in obicutjp Coatniries. 
^o, I wifl tiii<» h}9 Windings; all her dark 
\nd fuijdi}ftiPalMf..9aphJit^,4dioa4»frk^^^^ , ,.^^ . 
f fhc provefft^fe, 3$ 7^^ I feaijjjtkc iie*. ^ ' ^^ •'•^'i''r^-/i 

' ' ' ]t^ 
Enter Qjj ben at^eM^iJy an4 Henrietta. 

la ! here ! O let me turn away my* Eyes, ' 
''or all around the'lljKi^ bright Beams display : - i 
Ihould I to gase on'th^WildMeieol-ilay/ 't 

►piteofmyfclf ift^liwledaAray. '"^ '3 

[Exif t%i King attended, tooking lot ttie Q^tA. 

'\'XMEi:k ;'"'"• ' '^ ''- 

How fijornfully h^ is withdrawn ! 
iurc e'er his I,«ove he'd let me know hi5 Pow'rt - ^/ 
U Heaven oft thunders ere it fends a ShbwVj ' '"' 
p^is, 5/««^ Gravity is very odd ; ''^ 

ill things arc by Scveri^foaw'dj ' ^ ^ -\il 

i'hat litde Love dare/luo-dly (Mep abroad* J 

H^EtklEfTjl^ ;'.i^L^// 

Alas f what can you from did Ag6 expert 

7hcn frail nne^y }Aca themfelves negleft f 

ome little Warmth peiiiai^s mAy b^ l^hind*' ^** '' ' 
*ho' fuch as in extingmfli'd Fir^ yp^U .$|^4? 
/here fome Remains of Heat the Aihes hold, 
/hich (if for naprc.you 6pen]t ^pfight ari5 cold. ^.^, ^ 

' . \ \ ^UEEN, ,'[ \r: ^^ 

*Tw5k8.tntcrcft and Safety of the State;^. . « :• _ ^ , 
it'reft, that bold Impofcr on our Fate ; ' ^ ^ ^ ^ v ■ ^ 

That 



\ 
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And with falfe Hdj^iiftift'filirimhs#'^«^«)uFlllw iioyp r 
[t was by thSeuniii^^^fW^^^i l^d,' i ^ <' -^ r- ^ ) 
vnien,tho'b^^^naaar!!h(kaCa>-A^/#i!a;^ > > 
I was an OfFering ipade to PBitip^s Bed. ) 

WhyfigVfttliiiCfi^rt/ir?' ^ ''■■ • [Henr/ii^^* 

^^^^^^■^'^^'^^ -'■ -'iVIioisk'Cant -. : .-• 
Know yoor faii'l«t#,^rf y^ fl-dk^rk(f Iniff^ill : 
With Plcafurc off^4^<lcai-a'Viii1SniBn^tdr ' : 
Of C«r/w* Love. . 

— Aiid did it^pleafc yp^ well f 

In that brayjB^l^nncf '^ po^^l Aip j^ri ^ij picet, , . 
Jkll that we couldj obligjiftg ^l^cy^weet. 

AtcvVy Pomt he with !^dvanta^,i{oo<i ^ ' T 

PjfjW «» A Lion, if provofe'i abroad ; ' > 

Elfe, Mt as Aftgcb, charging as a Coi. J 

HENRIETTA. 
One ib.acccmip]i(h'd, and who lovM you too. 
With what .%fcntq[ients inuft he part with you I 
^iethinks I pity him.--~-6ut oh ! ii\ vain : 
jHe*s both above my Pity aid' my Pain. 

What means tSis p^i^ Difprd^r^ 

■ , ■* n ' , Yoird er > view, . 
.Thatwhich{J;f<i^vifj^l c^fw^np^fe you t^^ 

Alas, tSi^ l^Hhc^eTTfti^ifi'fatf l^hd &^a^ ..-■> 
Something that in n»e' nio\fcs' Uit^fual Fears,- 
Away, Henrinta " ' V i > * : ^ [tj^i' /^ jff.« 



M2$ Don Carlos, 

^ DonCJRLQS. 

^.^^ i,-— «.Why would you be gone ? 

Is Carlos* Sight ungrateful to you grown ? 
If *tis, fpeak ; In Obedience Pil retire. 

No, you may f^ak, but mail advance n6nigher. 

DtmCJRLOS. 
Mud I then at that awful Diftancc fuc. 
As our Fore-fathers were compelld to do, 
"H'hen they Petitions made at tliat great ^hnne> 
"Where none l)ut the High Prieft might eater in I 
liCt me approach ; I've nothing for your Ear, 
Sut what's fo pure it might be offer'd there. ^ 

Too long *tis dang'rous for me here to flay : 
If you mult fpeak> proceed ; What would yoo fay ? 

[Carlo* i«//j 
Nay, thi« ftrange Ceremony pray give o*er, . 

Von C A R L O S. 
Was I ne'er In this Poilorc fcen before f 
Ah f cai^ your cruel H^rc fo foon reilgn 
AU fenfe of thefe fad Sufet* ings of mice f 
To your xjdore juft Remembrance, if yo« can^ , 
Recal how Fate feem'd kindly to ordain 
That once you fhould be xnifie;^ which I believ'd : 
Tbp' now,. '49S I I find I was deceived. 

Then, Sir,, you (hould your Fate, nol me upbraids 
Don CARLOS. 

I will not fey y'ave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not quite forget 
The Wretch y'^ve oft feen dyin[; at your Feet,, 
And now no other Favour begs to have. 



1 
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For 'midft your highe,ft J^^ ^ith<^t a Crime, 
At leaft you now mid Ut^nonayithdnlc of hinw 

If e'er yon lov'd mc^ yon wodd *dib)forbclff ;^ \ 
It is a Langaage wJikh I danp not bear. | 

My Heart aiid Faith become yoar Eater's Right ^ 
All other Paflions I tni^ft now ibi^get^^ 

Can then a Crowi^ and M^lly difpenfe 
Upon your Hean (w)^ mighty Influence, 
That 1 muft be forever baniih'd thehce ? 
Had I been rais'd to all ihe Heights of l*<Jw% 
In Triumph crown'd the World's great £inperor» 
Of all its Riches, all its State pof&fs'd, 
Yec you fhould.ftiU have gov«i>n'd in my Bredb 
^U£EN. 
In vain on her yoa Obligtrtions lay> 
Who wants not WiH, bat Power to »t^> 
HENRIETTA. 
Yet had you,. HirttietUi'^ Heart, you would 
At leail drive to afibrd him sdl you could. [AfiJe. 

Dm CARLOS. 
. Oh f fay not you want Pow'r; yon may with CM ; 
Kind Look pay doubly all I've undefgonib. 
And knew you but the Innocence I bear. 
How pure, hpw fpotlds all my Wiflies are;. 
You would not fcruple to fupply my Want* ;, 

When all 1*11 afk you may fo fafely grant. 
• ^UEEN, 

I know not what to grant; too well I find' 
That ftill at leaft I cannot be unkiild. 

Don CARLOS^ , 

Afford me then that little which I crave.' 

^JJEENy 

You Ihall not wjmt wliat I m^ let you have!, 

[ Gi^es her Hand fighirtg* 
G 4, Dw 
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That fees a Heap of ^ey^^pyoDs him caft, 

from the rjch Trca%(^fvUl]||t | C^OM^ fyp^^mtk 
I)azzl'd wiu aH» I know noc fi)i^ ^ >ta^*«- 

1 fear 1 bav^,^re^)| gAX'Qjt|».fl^«ci^4Zk^ 

Oh ! uk)5 JQOt back agiiui th* l^p«^i|gyBlifcj^^<^;| 
How difficuh's the Path to H;ipDuie%! r /• ; . - 
Whilft up the Precipice we clinJ& with Pain^ 
One little iS^jp' throws u« ^it&^c^|ii again. 
Stey, Madami^hpl)^ jjo|hipg more can give 
thnn juft enough folkcf B4ltW^|«*^i««|fc- :.r 7 4 
At le^ itwcmbfr l^^,iVf loi ^n} r *i 7. - Kj 

r. ^^^^^^ 

That was fb kind, 4hat 1 muft beg*^ more ftilt;; 
irct me lore on^lt i) a^tery^xioe; ^^ ' > »c ^ 
And eafy Giants yetPll requeft-a» aoic;/ ^ 

Do you believe that you" can Le^eri^tain^ 
And not exp^ la b« beiovM agaiti f 
Don CARLOS. 

Yesy I will love, and. think Fm happy too. 
So long as I ean find^hatyoii arfe (b :^ ' ^"^ '-" ' •- 
All my Difquiets hanifh frdoimy Bread: 

I wiU end^axQur la do fo at teaft. • [S^i^ti^ • 
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Or if I can't my Mifemi <Hit-w«w^,* 

They never more fhaflxpmc t'offcnd your Ear. 

Love tfccn, Brave Pr&icr, ^i^ift M^hy Love admire; / 
{Pitfij^hit tbmd^ kMcb 2)»«f^Carlo5 ditriug alt thi^ \ 
Spttcb kijfh Mgerly. 
Vet keep the Flame io pure, ficK chafte Dcfir^ 
That without Spot lier«ift^ we above \ 

May meet, whe6 we fluJf cotne all Soaf, all Love*- ! 
Till whcn-'-'^-^^i^Olif li^itheir am Iran ittnyl ' \ 
(grow too wcaicy and muft no longer fiay: 
For flioiiM I, the ibft Charm fo ftrong wookf grow, 
JPfind that Ilhall want the Power to gO. 

[Ex. Qneen mm/ Henrietta; 
Am CJR LOS. 

Oh fwcct— — » 
Iffiich TranlpOrt be in • TaAe ib finall,^ 
How bleis'd moft he be that pofl*edes all! 
Wheream I, Pe/fr/" Where^^lhc Qneen? 

[Standiug 4Mmme^'* 

posj: 

—My Lord, 

A while feme ReTpite lOryoer Heart i^brd: 
ThejQoeen's retir ed 

■ ■ Retired ? And did flic then 
Jiift fhew me Heav'n, to ihat it in again ? 
I^his little Eafe aogments my Pain the mare$- 
^or now Pm mor^s impatient than beforet 
And have difcorer'd Richer malce me Jnad« 
pas J. 

- But finee thofe Treafare^ar^ QOtto be hady^ 
^^a (hoold corred Defires that drive you on 
^ieyond that Daty which becomes a Son. 



Ko longer let the Tynmt jLove invade; 
The Braw mf H ^JVM*««^^^ 
You to your Father now mafi: all refign. 
JhmCARLOS. 
But e'er he robb'd me of her ihe was mine. 
To be my Friend is all thou haft to dOr 
For half my Miietica thoo eanft not know. 
Make myfelf happy ! Bid the Danm'd do ib;: 
Who in iad Flames mufb be for ever tois'd^ 
Yetfiill la vkw of the lov'dHeav'iith'ave loft. [Exeunk^ 
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^ Enter Dm JaUff ff Ac s tr i a* 

■ ''Don JOHN. 
OW vainly would dull Moralids impofc 

Limits on Love, whofe Nature brooks no Laws / 
is a God, and like a God (hould be 
ifiant witli unbounded Liberty, 
as he M— — — 

it; for ev'n now I've had a Feaft, 
liich a God might covet for a Taftew 
inks I yet 

ath what foftx J>Bvption i» her Eyei 
tender Lamb came to the Sacriii«e. 
OW her Charins furpriz'd mp as I lay ! 
too near Sweets^tEey took my Scnfe away; 
I ev'n loft the Pow*r to reach at Joy, 
hofe erofi Witchcrafts foon unravcll'd wcrc^ 
I was luird in Trances fweeter far : 
ichor'd VeHels in calm Harbours ride^ 
'd on the Swellings of the bating Tide. 
vvretched'3 then the Man, who tho' alone 
links he's bleft,. yet as confin'd to one, 
t at befl a Pris'ner on a Throne ? 

T^ him Km G attended^ PosA, andQou%t. 

KING. 
t mighty Pow'rs, whofe Subftitutcs we are, 
^hom y^ave lain of Earth theJlule and Care, 

Why, 



I 



Why. all our Toils do you reward witk ill. 
And to tboie weigktjr Cvars add gtt«eer. ftiU^« 
Or how could I youi- Deities enrage. 
That blef&M my Youth, thtis to affiid my Age l 
A Qaeen and a So^'s Inceil'? difrtial Thought I 

' Don JOHN. 

Wha^is'tfo fixMi hJ»'Majefty has brought [?• Gomai. 
Ifrom ihfcibftAmu of his young Bride? 
£ING; 

Ay tmcrt* 

h ihe liotf Jfu/ffta, young and cUanning too ?. * ^'/"^ ' 
Doft thou not think her to a Wonderfairh 
Tell m r ■ 

DhnJOH'm 
—By Heav'ii ihore brighrtKan Planets arc: 
Kcr Beauty's Force might ev*n their ^bw*r out-do.. 
KPNG: 

Nay> ihe*8 as fiiHe, and as unconfbnt too.* 
€>h Anfiria^ that a Fof til {q outward bright 
Should be withiii air darl^ and ugly Nighti- 
Bor fhe, to whom Td dedicated alU 
My Love, tlxat deareft JeWel of my Sonli 
Takes from its Shrine-the precious ReHque d6wiv^ 
T* adorn a little Idolof hcrown, ' 
^y Sonf thatHebel bothto Heaven and raef^ 
Oh the dfHradling Throws of Jealoufy !' ~ ^ 
But as a drowning Wretch juftiike to fink, 
Sieeing him- that threw him in upon the Brink?; 
At the thitd Plunge lays hold upon his Foe,. 
A>id tugs himi down into DeftruAion- too: 
3o:thou from whom thefe Miieries Pve known». 
4hsdt Jiear me out again, or with me drown. 

[Seizes rou^ly on Rui-Gomez;< 
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kVI^OMEZ. 
My Loyaltynptt tl^^^ l^ic hotjif to wiut 
All the Soccefies of my Spv^jteigft's Faite, 
What k't, C^sat Sir, yoa would comsumd jxieh 
KINO. 

How ?— 
What is'c— I know not what I'd have thee do :• 
Study Revenge ibr me, 'tis that I want. 
£hn JOHN. 
Alas! what Frenzy does your Temper haonth 
Se«eii|«.f OA-whom/^ „., 

KING. ; 
On my falfe Queen and Son; 
RUI-GOMBZ. 
On them f good Heaven ! what is> (halt they have done r 
Oh had my Tongue been^cunU.e'er it had bred 

Thisjealoufy l^^f ^, 

.... MING. 
— -iiien cancel what thoo^ft faid. . 
Didft thou not tell me^ that thou faw'ft him ^andr 
Prin iiig foft Vows, in l^ifles on her H^d ;, 
Whilft in Requital (he fuch Glances gave» 
Would qiiicken a dead Lover in his Graye|: 
RUI-GOMZZ. . 
I' did ; and whatieis could the Qjieen allow 
To him, than you to ev'ry Vaflal fhow ? 
Th' affording him that little from Love's Store^ 
Imply'd that (he for you referv'd much more* 

king: 

Ob, doobtlefs, (he muft have a wondrous ^ore- 
Of Love, that fells it at a rate fo poor. 
Now thouklft rebate my Pafiions with Advice ; 
And when thoa ihouMft be adive, wou'dd be wiic. 
No, lead me where I may their Inceft fee, 
l>o^, or. by Heaveth^-do^. and 1*11 worlhip thee I 

Ok. 
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Oh how 1117 Paffions dnv« me to and fro ! . 
Under th^ir he«ry Weight I yield and bo v. 
Bdt I'll re-gather yet my Strength^ and dan d^ 
Brandifhiag all my- Thunder in my Hand. 
POSJ. 

And may it be fent forth, and where it goes 
Light fatally and heavy oa your Foes. 
But let your Loyal Son and Coniarti^ear 
Nx> III, fince they of any guiltlefs are. 
Here with ray Sword Defiance I pfodaim 
To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their Fain«iv 
Den JOHN, 

I too dare with my Li^ their Cau/e make good; 

KIN a. 

Sure well their Innocence y Ve underftood^ 
That yoii fo prodigal are of yotir Blood. 
Or wouldft thou fpeak me Comfort? I would find^ 
'Mongft all my Counfellors at leaft one kiiK}. 
Yet any thing like that I mufl not hear t 
For fo my Wrongs I fhould too tamely bear. 
And weakly grow my own fond Flatterer. 
POSA. 

Withdraw [^*// P< 

My Lords, all this /ave heard. 

RUI'GOMSZ. 

Yes, I obferv'd it, Sir, with ftrift Regard : 
The young Lord's Friendlhip was too great to hide. 
KING. 

Is he then fo to my faife Son ally'd ? 
lam environ'd ev'ry way, and all 
My Fate's unliappy Engines plot iny Fall. 
Like Cafar in the Senate, thus I dand, 
Whilft Ruin threaten'd him on ev'ry Hand. 
Erom each iide he had warning he mult die ; 
Yet ftill hebrav'd his Fate, and fb will L 
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^eforEafe would but add mom to Batn: -j 

zms, that beat i^^aiaft their fimks in Tain, L 
Ing fweU ioco a Flood aganu X 

I do things the Woild (hall qaake to heaf : 
: Revenge fo true a Stamp (hall beaiv 
:eforth Hcav'n itfelf ihall emolate^ 
py all its< Veageaoosjoikt bf that. 
: Rus'Gcmex I mttd: have withdrawn^ 
nething to difeoarfe with him alone. 

Ex. Omnti^ pretiar King and Gomes^ 
Gmex^ on thy Truth depends xky Fate : 
b wrought my Senfe of Wrctpg to fuch a heightf* 
my Bread it will no |oagcr ifaiy« 
>w« each Minme till i^ force its Way. 
1 not find myfelf at laft deceived. 

RUUQ-aUEZ. 
woBid I 'gainfl your Reafon be believ'd. 
, Sir,, your jealoufy- to be but Fear 
ng Treafuresy which, you hold fo dean 
^en and ^on may yet be innocent : 
f but what they did, not what they meant^ 

king: 

intnYhatlhouldLooks, andSighs, andPreffings mean? : 
o; I need not hear it o*er again. 

petitions ^fomething muft be done. 

here's no 111 I know that I would fhun* 

, till them I've in their Inceft found, 

larg'd with Rage, and with my Vengeance hotj^ 

. Granado from a Cannon fhot« 

I lights at laA upon the Enemy's Oround, 

breaking deals Defbu^ion all around. [Exit King^ 

RUJ'GOMEZ.- 
now his Jealoufy is at the top, 
ittle. BlaH will ierve to-keep it ap«^^- 

But 
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But &zyi diere's fixnetMiig Vve omitted y«t; 
P9/a*% my Eneajr ; att4 ttiie»tl^V great. 
AUsy Fm arm*d *gain& ail that lie can do; 
For my Snaie'sJarge enOQ^lrid hold him tob ; 
Yet 1 'II difgoUa that Pui^e for awhile : 
But when he with the reft is caught iWTolI» 
PU JnM/ oaV and wantOA ia«the SpoiL 

. Smfer P a a a* 
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JPOSJ. 
My LoriRm-Gimexf and the King not here t 
Yoai who fb emift«u>» Fav'ritrare 
la a King's Eye Ihottld neer be abient thence. 

Noy Sir, 'tia you that by arifiDg Prince 
Are cherifh'd, and Co tread a falcr way, 
Rich in that Blifii the World waits to enjoy. 
POS^J. 

Since what may bids the yj^^rld we oaght to prize, 
I wifh there were no pubfic Enemies : 
No lurking Serpents Poifon to di(pen/e, ^ 
Nor Wolves to prey on noble Innocence ; 
No Fktt'rers, that with Royal Goodnefs fport^. , 
Tho& (Unking Weeds that over-ron a Court* ^ 

RVLOOMEZ. 
Nay, if good;Wi(hes any thing could do, . ^ ^ 
I have as earneft Wiihes^ Sir, as you : 
That tho* perhaps our King enjoys the beft . 
Of PowV, yet may he Hill be dOnbly bleisM; 
May he ' [ '* 



Nay, GcMex» yufvtiMit nc*erioit.^orTne there ^V 
5ince for Great Pbiiif*t Good, 'thktiM' f6u were^ J 
ilf poffible) more honeft^^an ^ou a^ ^ ^ 
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Why, Fe/a; wiuuDefe^i^caii you difcenil 

pas J. 

Nay, half your Myftcrks Vm yet to leanii 
Tho' this rU boldly juftify to all. 
^'hat yoQ contrive a generous Prince's Pall. 

,, t^. K [GomesB >i/ifcr. 

Nay, think-not by your Smiles^ and careieiii Port, 
To laugh it off: I come not here to fport, 
I do not. Sir. 

Rm-GQME^.2L:, r 
Voung Lbrd> wh^ Meaning has 
This Heat? 

. PQSJ. 
To let you Tec I know y'iare haie* 

liZ^I-G.QMEZ.r^ 

Nay then I Pardon ask'that 1 d^disnil^ : 
By Heav'n> I thought y^s^'jefied all this whilew 

Bafcl 

PbSA. 

Yes, aiore bafe than iinpotent or oId» 
AH Virtoe in thee, like thy Bloody tons coI4 : 
Thy rotten putrid Carcafe is lefi full 
Of Rancour and Contagion than thy SooL 
Ev*n now before the King I faw it plain ; 
But Duty to that Prefence awM me then :. 
Yet there I darM thy Treafon with my Sword r 

But ftill 

Thy Villany talfe'd all j Courage had not a Word» 
True, thou art old ; yet if thou haft a Friend^ 
To whom thy corfbd Caofe thou darll commend $ 
*Gainft him in Public lit the Innocence 
Maintain of the £ur Queen and injured Prince- 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

FareweU boM amapion' > ^ 

Leara 
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Learn better how your Paffions to difguife, 
Appear lefs choleric, and be mare wife. lExit R. ( 
PCS A, 
How fraal is all the Glory we defign, 
Whilft fuch as thefe have Pow'r to underm'ne ? 
Unhappy Prfnce! who might'ft have fafely flood 
if thou hadft been lefs great, or not fo good. 
Why the vile Monfter's Blood did I not Ihed, 
And all the Vengeance draw on my own Head ? 
My Honour fo had had this juft Defence, 
That 1 prcferv*d my Patron and my Prince, 

Enter Carlos an^ Queen. 

Brave Carks: Ha ? he's here. O Sir, take heed. 
By an unlucky Fate your Love is led. 
The King, the King your Father's jealous grown ; 
Forgetting her his Queen, or you his Son, 
Calls all his Vengeance up againfl you both. 
DonCARlOS: 

Has then the falfe Rui-GomeK, broke his Oath| 
And| after all| my Innocence betray'd \ 
POSJ. 

Yes, all his fubtlcft Snares are for you laid. 
The King within this Minute will be here. 
And you are rutn'd, if but feen with her. 
Retire my Lord— 

How! is he jealous, grown? 
I thought toy Virtue he had better known. 
His unjuil Doubts have foon found out the way 
To make their Entry on our Marriage-Pay : 
For yet he has not known with me a Night : 
Perhaps his Tyranny is his Delight ; 
And to fuch height his Cruelty is growB, 
He'd exercife it on lus Queen and Soai 
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I Bat Cincc, my Lord, this time we maft obey 

I Oar Intereil) I beg you would not (lay : 

' r Not feeing you, he may to me be juft. 

I .^ Den CAR LOS. 

I Should I then leave you, Madam ? 

Yes, you ihoft. 
Don CARLOS. 
Not then when Storms againll your Virtue rife. 
No 5 fince to lofe you, wretched Car hi dies. 
He'll have the Honour of it, in your Caufe. 
This is the nobleft thing that Fate could do. 
She thus abates ^t Rigour of herl-aws. 
Since 'us (oatt Pleafure but to die for you* 
^UEEN. 
Talk not of Death, for that ev'n Cowards dare^ \ 
When their ba& Fears compel *em to defpairs 
Hope's the far »obkr Paffion of the Mind ; 
Fortune's a Wtareh thfU's with Cautk)ti kil»l ] 
Koows that the Ccmilmt merk her ilone^ 
They who^ tlio*' tm feem frawsrrd, yet couit oft* 
DsM CARLOS. 
To wretched Miiids thus Hill fome Comfort gleami i 
And Ai^ds eafe our Grfefs, tho^ but with Dreams. 
I have too oft already been deceiv'd. 
And the Cheat's gnown too plain to be 4)efici9M, 
You, Madam, bid me go. {Looiing carnefily at the ^emi 
.9UEEN. 
Ytwk muft. 
P O SA. 

Yoa fbalf. 
Alas, I love you, would not fee you fall ; 
And yet may fiad (bme Way t'evade it aih 
Don CARLOS. 
Thou, iV^f ever wert my trueil Friend ; 
I almoU wifh thoa wertiu)t now iakind. 

Thoa 
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rhou of a Thing liar's fpft j^k'A t<qo,w\^C^ | , ,J^j, 
%nd you, fair Angci, ^qo indulgent are. (^§ tie ^tn, 
Srcat my Defpair ; buti^il my Lbvc^U lijgjier^, ^.^ 

^cU in Obedience to you rU retire^. ^ ^ l^^. 

rho* doring all the Storm I will be nigh^ ,.| 

iVhcfe if I fee the Danger grow too high, > 

To iave you. Madam, I'D cojme forth and die. J 

t£«ir 4?tf « Car Jt j^^ 

Entir King *;i^ "ftvi-GoMEir^: '''' '■'' '^l ^^ 

• KING. ■' -.. ■ ./IT TWl 

Who would have guds'd that this 1^ ever be^i? : i i^ j 

Diftra^on! Where iball my Revenge begin I , , -ji^ ^^ 

Why, he's the yrtry Bawd loali tb^ Sin : ; .,, i;^ a«^ 

And to difguife it, puts^oft F/iendfliip's Maak» .^ m<> / K< Db \ 
But his Difpatch, Rui^Gomn^ is thy Task. 
With him pretend fome private Confermce,^ • .. 

And under that Difgox&feduce him henee; , ^ , r Ijv 

Then in fome Place fit for the Deed impart >r > Wa 

The Bus'nefs by a Ponyard ta his Heart* . :% o i To li 

RUIjG OME Z. V , .fl\v ¥fac 

KING. -r^A} ,nt..T Tlie 

So, Madam-1-— [&^f #• /4i#r%¥^ ,Tta 

t ^UEEN. ;: >'.,i lAai! 

— % the Fury in your Ejrci,r. ^ 1 1 vc 

pinderftand you come to tyrannixe. , • , / l^a; 

1 hear you are already jealous gspwn, , >. . ,, , | j c 

And dare fuiped my Virtue with your Son. 

KING. * (^^HvH 

Oh Woman*kind ! thy Mid'riei whoxan feaiJr . O 
Too deep for eafy, weak, believing Man ? 
Hold, let me look: indeed y*are wond'rous fair ;^ 
So on the out-ilde Sedom*& Apples were; 

Atui 
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And yet witiiia wBlen ojpenM to the View» 
Not hilf fe^d^g'iour, W lb ft^d ^ y^^ ^ \ 

Unhapj^ Wrtkchefi Wonian that I am f '^ ' '' ; V 

And you unworthy^of a Huibahd*s Name f 

$0 you not blQ^'f 

> KING. ' 

Yes, Madam, for yotir Shame. 

Bfofttoo my Judgment e'er ihould prove fo faiirt. 

To let me chufe a Devil fqr f Saint. 

When iirft I iaw and lov'd tKat 'tempting Eye, 

The Fiend within the FHame I did not Q>y ; 

But fHn ran on ami cheriiK'd my Defires, 

Fe>r heavenly Beams Iniftook infernal Fires : 

Such raging Fires, as yda have fince thought fit 

Alone my Son, my Son's hot Vouth ihould meet* . 

Oh Vengean^/ Vengeance!— -i**^' 
' '' ^UEEN. 
• PoortiiigeneiousKingl 

How mean's tht Sout from ^hich fnch Thoughts maft 

Was it for this I did ib late fuhmit, [^ril^g ^ 

To let you whine and languifh at my Fee( ; 

When with falfe Oaths you did tpy Heart beguile^ 
katf^d^A all your Empire for a Smile ? 
Then, then my Freedom 'twas J did refign, 
Tht^ f6h *^^ftill "ftvore you would preicrva it mine* 
And ftill it ihall be fo,'foi from this Hour 
I vow td hate» and nev6r fee yon more. 
Nay» frown not, Pbikpy for you loon fhall know 
I can refent and rage as well as you. 

KING. A 

By Hell, her Pride's as raging as her Lufl. 
A Guard^t^bv-'-A'-^^ze the Queen—— [Entir Qfmrd. 

. ' •.^ ' . " * . Enter 
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Enter Cakvos, ami interc^fu the QuMrtli. 

Don C ARLOS. 

Hold, Sir, be juft. 

Firft look on me, whom once you called your Son ; 
A Title I was always proud to own. 
KING. 
Good Heav'n ! to merit this what have I done. 
That he too dares before my Sight appear ? 
Don CARLOS, 
Why, Sir, where is the Caufe that I (hould fear? 
Bold in my Innocence, 1 come to know 
The Reafon why you ufe t;his Princefs fo ? 
KING. 
Sure I {hall find fome way to raife this Siege : 
He talks as if 'twere for his Privilege. 
Foul ravifher of all my Honour, hence ! 
But day! Guards, with the Queen fecure the Prince- 
Wherefore in my Revenge (hould I be flow ? 
Now in my Reach, I'll dafh 'em at a Blow. 

Enter Don John (f Austria, Eboli, HbnrietT^^ 
and Garcia, 

Den JOHN. 

I come, great Sir, with Wonder here, to fee 
Your Rage grown up to this Extremity. 
Againil your beauteous Queen, and loyal Son ; 
What is't that they to merit Chains have done ? 
Or is't your own wild Jealouly alone I 
KING. 

O Auftria^ thy vain Enquiry ceaie^ 
If thou haft any value for thy Peace. 
My mighty Wrongs fo loud an Accent bear, 
'Twottld make thee miferable but to hear* 
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Don CAR LOS. 
Father, if I may dare to call you fo, 
Huce now I doubt, if I'm your Son or no ; 
^^ you have feal'd my Doom, 1 may comphun* 

KING. 

' Will then that Moniler dare to fpeakiigain ? 

DoM CARLOS. 
Yes : Dying Men fhould not their Thoughts diiguife; 
And fince you take fuch Joy in Cruelties, 
' ^c of my Death the new DeJight begin, 

! fiepleas'd to hear how cruel you have been. i_ - 

Time w3 that we were fmil'd on by our Fate, 
You not unjufc °^** ^ unfortunate : 
^n, then, [iwas your Son, and you were glad 
To hear my early Praife was talk'd abroad. 
Then Love's dear Sweets you to me would difplay» ^ 
\ Told mcL where this rich beauteous Treafure lay, t 
I And how to gain't inftruded me the Way. J 

[ 1 came, and faw, and lovM, and blcis'd you for't. 
^^^ then when Love had feal'd her to my Heart, 
You violently tore her from my Side : 
And 'caufe my bleeding Wound I could not hide, 
8ut ftill fome Pleafure to behold her took. 
Yon now will have my Life but for a Look, 
Wholly forgetting all the Pains I bore, n 

Your Heart with envious Jealoufy boila o'er,. t 

'Caufe I can love no leis, and you no more. j 

HENRIETTA. 
Alas ! how can you hear his ibft Complaint, 
And not your harden'd llubbom Heart relent ? 
Turn, Sir, furvey that comely, awful Man, 
And to my Pray'rs be cruel if you can* - 
KING. 
Away, Deluder ; who taught thee to fue ? 

I eboll\ 
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EBOLL 
Loiring the Queen, what is't flie left can dcs 
Than lend her Aid againft the dreadful Storm ? 

KING. 
Why can the Devil dwdl too in that Form ? 
This is their little Engine by the by, 
A Scout to watch, and teli when Danger's nigh. 
Cbme pretty Sinner, thoult inform me all. 
How, where, and when ; nay do not fear—— you i 

HENRIETTJ. 
Ah, Sir, unkind! ■ 

KING. 
Now hold thy Syren's Tongue : 
Who would have thought there was a Witch fo youi 
Don JOB N. 
Can you to fuing Beauty flop your Ears ? 

[TaAes uf Hen. and makes bis Addrefs U 
Heav'n lays its Thunders by, and gladly hears. 
When Angels are become Petitioners. 
EBOLI^ 
Ha ! what makes Auftria {'q officious there ? 
That Glance feems as it Tent his Heart to her. 

\Afide to Ga 
DonCARLO S. 
A Banquet then of Blood fince you defign, 
Yet you may fatisfy yourfelf with mine. 
I love the Queen, I have confefsM, 'tis true : 
Proud too to think I love her more than you ; 
Tho* fhe, by Heav'n, is clear — -but I indeed 
Have been unjuft, and do deferve to bleed. 
There were no lawlefs Thoughts that I did want, 
Which Love had Pow'r to afk, or Beauty grant ; 
Tho' I ne'er yet found Hopes to raife 'em on. 
For (he did ftill preferve her Honour's Throne, 
And daih the bold afpiring Devils downt 
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f to her Caufe you do not Credit give, 
'ondly againft your Happinef* you*ll ftrive ; 
\s fomc lofe Hcav'n, becaufe they won't believe. 
^UEEN. 
Whilft, Prince, my Prefervation you defign. 
Blot not your Virtue to add more to mine. 
The Cleamefs of my Truth I'd not have fhown. 
By any other Light befides its own. 
No, Sir, he thro' Defpair all this has faid. 
And owns Offences which he never made. 
Why fhould you think that I would do you wrong ? 
Muft I needs be unchafte, becaufe I'm young? 
KING. 
Unconftant wavVing Heart, why heav'll thou fo ? 
I Ihiver all, and know not what I do. 
I who ere now have Armies led' to Fight, 
Thought War a Sport, and Danger a Delight ; 
Whole Winter Nights Hood under Heav'ns wide Roof, 
tearing my Foes ; now am not Beauty proof. 
Oh turn away thofc Bafilifks, thy Eyes 5 
TV Infeftion's fatal, and who fees 'em dies. [Going aivay* 
^UEEN. 
Oh, do not fly me ; 1 have no Defign 
Upon your Life, for you may yet fave mine. IJCneels* 
Or if at laft I muft my Breath fubmit. 
Here take it, 'tis an Offering at your Feet : 
Will you not look on me, my dearefl Lord ? 
KI N G. 
Why ? Wouldft thou live ?— 
^UEE N. 

Yes, if you'll fay the Word. 
Don C j^RLOS. 
Oh Heav'n ! how coldly and unmov'd he fees 
A praying Beauty prollrate on her Knees 1 

Rife, Madam [Steps to take her up. 

Vol. L H KING. 
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KING. 
B old' Encroachcr, touch her not : 
Into my Bread her Glances thick are ihot. 

Not true ! -Stay, l^tme fee by Heav'n, thou art 

[^Looks earneflly on her, 

• A falfe vile Woman Oh my foolilh Heart! 

I give thee Life — but from this time refrain. 
And never come into my Sight again : 

Be baniih'd ever.- 

^UEEN. 

This you muft not do, • 

At leaft till I've convinc'd you I am true. 

Grant me but {a niuch time ; and when that's done, ln^ 

If you think fit, for ever Til begone. I|^ 

KING. l„, 

I've all this while been angry, but in vain : Jj^ 

She heats me firft then flroaks me tame again. |^ 

Oh, wert thou true, how happy Ihould I be I p^ ^ 

Think'ft thou that I have Joy to part with thee ? 

No, all my Kingdom for the Blifs Vd give : j/. 

Nay, tho' it were not fo, but to believe. ^it 

Come, for 1 can't avoid it, cheat me quite. Oh 

^UEEN. sia, 

I would not. Sir, deceive you, if I might. I'U 

But if you'll take my Oaths, by all above, I>o 

*Tis you, and only you, that I will love. 

KING. 
Thus as a Mariner that fails along, Coi 

With Pleafure hears th' enticing Sirens Sopg, ^c 

Unable quite his ftrong Defires to bound, tJr 

Boldly leaps in, tho' certain to be drown'd, , , I'd 

Come to my Bofom then, make no Delay : 

[Takes her in his Arm, 
My Rage is hufh'd, and I have room for Joy. ^j 

3 ^UEEN. 
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Again yoii'll think that I unjuft will prove. , 

KING. 
N09 thou art dl o'er Truth, and I all I^yc. 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded Arms, and never part again ! 
^UEEN. 
Command me any thing, and try your Pow'n 

KING. 
Then from this Minute ne'er fee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ft do 111 with fuch a Port, 
For ever here I baniih thee my Court. 
Within fome Cloifler lead a private Life, 
That I may love and rule without thi^ Strife. 
Here, Eholh receive her to thy Charge : 
The Treafure's precious, and the Trull is large. 
'Whilft I retiring hence, myfelf make fit 
To wait for Joys, which arc too fierce to meet. \^Ex. King, 
Don CARL OS. 
My Exile from his Prefence I can bear 
With Pleafure : But, no more to look on her ! 
Oh His a dreadful Curfe I cannot bear. 
No, Madam, all his Pow'r (hall nothing doi 
I'll flay and take my Banifliment from you. 
Do you command me, fee how far Til fly. 
^UE E K 
Will Carlos be at lafl my Enemy ? 
Confider, this Submifllon I have ihown. 
More to prcfcrve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needlefs ways devife 
To lofe a Life which I fo dearly prize. 
Don C J R L O S. 
So now her Fortune's made, and I am left 
Alone, a naked Wanderer to (hift. [A/if^. 

H 2 Madam> 
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Madam, you might have fpar'd the Cruelly; [To the Qui 

Blefs*d with your Sight J was prepared to die. 

But now to lofe it drives me to De(pair, 

Making me wilh to die, and yet not dare. 

Well, to fome folitary Shore I'll roam, 

And never more into your Preience come. 

Since I already find I'm troublefome. U^ goin^ 

^U EEN. 
Stay, Sir, yet flay : — You ihall not leave me fo. 
Don CARLOS. 

Ha !- 

^UEEN. 
I muft talk with you before you go. 
Oh Carlos,' how" unhappy is our State ? 
How foul a Game was play'd us by our Fate.? 
Who promised fair when we did firft begin. 
Till envying to fee us like to win. 
Strait fell to cheat, and threw the falfe Lot in. 
My Vows to you I now remember all. 
Don C JRLO S, 
Oh Madam, I can hear-no more — [Km 

^UEEN. 

You (hall. 

For I can't chufe but let you know, that f. 
If you'll refolve on't, yet will with you die. 
Don CARLOS. 
Sure nobler Gallantry was never known. 
Good Heav'n 1 This Bleffing is too much for one'; 
No, 'tis enough for me to die alone. 
My Father, all my Foes I now forgive. 
^UEEN, 
Nay, Sir, by all our Loves 1 charge you live. 
But to what Country, wherefoe'er you go. 
Forget not me, for Til remember you. 
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Don C JRLOS. 
Shall I fuch Virtue and fuch Charms forget ? 
No, never.'' 

^UEEN. 

-Oh that we had never met, 

Bat VI our diftant Climates Hill been free f 
J might have heard of you, and you of me : 
So towards Happinefs more fafely mov'd ; 
And never been tlius wretched, yet have lov'd. 
What makes you look fo wildly ?— Why d'ye dart? 
Don C A R L O S. 
A faint cold Damp is thickning round my Heart. 
^U EEN. 

What (hall we do? 

Don CAR LOS. 
m — Do any thing but part ; 
Or ftay fo long 'till my t)oor Sbul expires 
In view of all the Glory it admires. 
EBOL I. 
In fuch a Lover how might I be blefs'd \ 
Oh ! were I of that noble Heart pc^efs'd. 
How foft, how eafy would I make his Bands ! [JJt^le, 
But> Madam> you forget the King's Commands : 

[To the Queen. 
Longer to day, your Dangers you'll renew. 

Don CARLOS. 
Ah Princefs ! Lover *s Pains you never knew i 
Or what it is to part, as we muft do. 
Part too for ever— — - 
After one Minute, never more to ftand 
Fix'd on thofe Eyes, or preifing this foft Hand. 
*Twere but enough to feed one, and not ftarve : 
Yet that is more than I did e er deferve : 
Tho' Fate to us is niggardly and poor. 
That from Eternity can't fpare one Hour. 

H 3 ^UEEN. 
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If it were had, that Hoar wouM foon be gone. 
And we fhould wifh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceifity has made 
Us* both his Slaves, and now will be obey'd. 
Come let us try the parting Blow to bear. 
Adieu. 

DcnCjfRLOS. 
Farewel. [Looking at each other, 

■ I'm fix'd and rooted here, 
I cannot fli r 

^UEEN. 
Shall I the Way then ihow ? 
Now hold, my Heart — — - 

[Goes to the Door then ft ops ^ and turns hack again* 
Nay, Sir, why don't you go ? 
Don CARLOS. 
Why do you flay ? 

ZUEEN. 
I won't.—— 

Dofi C J R L O $. 

—You fhs^ll awhile [Knnk. 
With one Look more my Miferies beguile, 
That may fupport my Heart till you are gone. 
^UEEN. 
Oh EMi I thy Help, or Tm undone, 

[Takes, hold on Eboli. 
JJerc take it then, and with it too my Life. 

[Learn into Eboli V Arms* 

Don CARLOS, 
My Courage with my Tortures is at Strife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare nbt kill, 
ril try to vanquifh and out- toil the 111. 
Well, Madam, now I'm fomething hardier grown : 
Since I at laft perceive you muft be gone. 

To 



Prince ^ Spain. 151 

To venture the Encounter Til be bold ; [Leads her to the 
For certainly my Heart will (6 long hold. [Door^ 

Farewcl ■ be happy as y'arc fair and tcuc. 

And all Heav'n3 kindeft Angels wait on you. * 

[Exit cwitb Eboli. 
Don CARLOS. 
Thus long Fvc wander'd in Love's crooked Way, 
By Hope's deluding Meteor led aftray : 
For ere I've half the dang'rous Defert crofi'd. 
The glim'ring Light's gone out, and I am loft. 

[Exit Don CaHos«r 
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A C T IV. S C EN E I. 

SCENE, 7he Anti-Chamber to the Queei 
Apartment. 

Enter Don Carlos and P o s a. 

Don CARLOS, 

TH E next is the Apaitment of the Queen : 
In vain I try, I muft/iot venture in. [Is going 
Thus IS it with the Souls of murder'd-Men, [Returns 
Who to their Bodies would again repair; 
But finding that they cannot enter there, - 

Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. j 

Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuftly thrown -y 

From all thofe Hopes that promis*d me a Crown ; V 
My Heart, with the Diihonour's to me done, ^ 

Is poifon'd, fwells too mighty for my Breaft : 
But it will break, and I fhall be at Reft. 
No: Dull Defpair this Soul (hall never load i 
Tho' Patience be the Virtue of a God, 
Gods never feel the Ills that govern here, 
Or are ^bove the Injuries we bear. 
Father and King ; both Names bear mighty Senfe : 
Yet fure there's fomething too in Son and Prince, 
I was born high, and will not fall lefs great ; "j 

Since Triumph crown'd my Birth, 1*11 have my Fate C 
As glorious and majeftic too as that. j 

To Flanders, Po/a, ftraight my Letters fend ; 
Tell 'em, the inmr'd Carlos is their Friend : 

And 
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ad that to head their Forces I deiign ; 
) vindicate their Caufe, if they dare mine. 
PO SA. 

To th' Rebels ? ^ — 

Don CARLOS, 
No, th'are Friends; their Caufe is juft; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaft it muft. / 
Let th' common Rout like Beads love to be dull» 
Whilil fordidly they live at eafe and full ; 
" enfelefs what Honour and Ambition means» 
nd ignorantly drag their Load of Chains, 
am a Prince, have had a Crown in view, 
nd cannot brook to lofe the Profped now. 
th'art my Friend, do not my Will delay. 

POSA. 
ru do't r [Exit. Pola. 

Enter £ b o L i. 

EBOLI. 
My Lord. 
Don CARLOS. 

Who calls me ? 
EBOLL 

You mud Hay. 
Don CAR LO S. 
What News of frefli Aiflidlion can you begr ? 

EBOLL 
Suppofe it were the Queen ; you'd ftay for her ? 

Don CARL OS. 
For her? yes, ftay an Age, for ever ftay; 
Stay evn till Time irfelf fliould pafs away; 
Fix here a Statue never to remove, 
An everlafling Monument of Love. 
Tho', may a Thing fo wretched as I am 
But the leaft Place in her Remembrance claim ? 

H5 EBOLL 
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EBOLL 

Yes, if yoH dare believe me» Sir, you do; 

We both can talk of nothing elfe but you : ^ 

Whilft from the Theme ev'n Emulation fpriags, f_ 

Each driving who (hall iay die kinddl things. 

Don CARLOS. 

But from that Charity i poorly live. 

Which only pities, and can nothing give, 

EBOLL 

Nothing ? propoie what *tis you claim, and I^ 

For ought yott know, may be Security. 

Don CARLOS. 
No, Madam, what's my Due none e'er can pay$ 
There (lands that Angel Honour in die way. 
Watching his Charge with never-fleeping Eyes, 
And ftops my Entrance into Paradife. 
EBOLL 
What Paradife ? What Pleafures can you know> 
Which are not in my Power to beftow ? j 
Don CARL OS. 
Love, Love, and all thofe eager melting Charms, 
. The Queen muft yield when in my Father's Arms. 
That Queen, fo excellendy, richly fair, 
Jo<ve^ could he come again a Lover here. 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 
Oh, Madam; take not Pleafure to renew 
Thofe Pains, which if you felt, you would not ^o^ 
EBOLL 
Unkindly urg'd : Think you no Senie I have 
Of what you feel ? Now you may take your Leave : 
Something I had to fay; but let it die. 
Don CARLO S. 
Why, Madam,, who has injur'd you I Not L 

EBOLL 
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EBOLI. 
Nay, Sir, your PreTence I would not detain; 
Alas ! you do not hear that I complain. 
Tho' could .you half of my Misfortunes iee» 
Methinks you ihould incline to pity me. • 

Dm CARLOS. 
I cannot gue^ what mournful Tale you*d tell ; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. 

Speak, Madam 

/ — EBOLI. 

Say I lovM,. and whh a Flame,^ 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name : 
Lov'd too a Man, I will not iay ingrate» 
fiecaufe he's far above my Birth or Fate : 
Yet fo far he at Icaft does cruel prove, 
He profecutes a dead and hopelefs Love, 
Starves on a barren Rock, and won't be blefs'd^ 
Tho' I invite him kindly to a Feaft. 
Don CJ RL OS. 
What ftupid Animal could fenfelefs lie, 
Quicken'd by Beams from th^t illalbious Eye? 

EBOLL - ' 

Nay, to encreafc your Wonder, you fliall know. 
That I, alas ! am forc'd to tell him too. 
Till ev'n I blufh^ as now I tell it you. 
Don CARLOS. 
You neither ftiall have Caufe of Shan>e or Fear, 
Whofe Secrets fafe within my Bofbm are. 

EBOLL ' 

Then farther I the Riddle may explain. 
Survey that Face, and blame me if you can. 

[S^e^ws him his o^wn PiSitre*^ 
Don CARLOS. 
Diftradlion of my Eyes I what have they fecn? 
'Tismy own Pidurc, which I fent the Queen, 

- Whe« 
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When to her Fame I paid Devotion firft, 
Expeaing Blifs, but lott it: 1 am curs'd, 
Curs'd too in thee, who from my Saint dar-ft Steal 
The only Relic left her of my Zeal ; 
And with the Sacrilege attempt my Heart. 
Wert fhou more cliarming than thou think'ft thou art. 
Almighty Love prcfcrves the Fort for her. 
And bids Defiance to thy Entrance there. 
E BOLL 
Neglefted ! Scorn'd by Father and by Son f 
What a malicious Courfe my Stars have run ? 
But flnce I meet with fuch unlucky Fate 
In Love, I'll try how I can thrive in Hate : ? 
My own dull Huiband may affift in that. 
To his Revenge 1*11 give him frefli Alarms, 
And with the grey old Wizard muiler Charms. 
I havc't ; thanks, thanks. Revenge : Prince, 'tis thy Banc. 

Can you forgive me. Sir ? I hope you can. 

[To Carlos miyij. 
ril try to recompenfe the ^Wrongs I've done. 
And better finifh what is ill begun. 

Don CARLOS. 
Madaiti, you at fo ftrange a rate proceed, . - 
I fhall begin to think you lov'd indeed* 
EBOLL 
No matter; he but to my Honour true. 
As you (hall ever find I'll be to you. 
/ The Queen's my Charge, and you may, on that fcore, 
Prefume that yoit (hall fee her yet once more. 
I'll lead you to thofe fo much wor(hipp'd Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rival's Arms. 
Don CARLOS. 
In what a mighty Sum ihall I be bound ? 
I did not think fuch Virtue could be found* 

Thou 
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Thou Miftrefs of all beft Pcrfeaions, flay : -% 

Fain I in Gratitude would fomething fay; C 

But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. / j 

Enter Don John 0/ Au stkia. 

Don JOHN. 
Where is that Prince, he whofe Afflidions fpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 
Don CAR LO S. 
My Lord, what Fate has left me, I am here 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort Ibipp'd and bare. 
Once, like a Vine, 1 flourifh'd, and was young. 
Rich in my ripening Hopes that (poke me ftrong: 
But now a dry and withered Stock am grown. 
And all my CluAers and my Branches gone. 
Don JOHN. 
Amongft thofe Numbers which your Wrongs deplore. 
Than me there's none that can refent 'era more. 
I feel a gen'rous Grudging in my Breail, 
To fee fuch Honour, and fuch Hopes opprefs'd. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true; 
But I fee more that's like myfeif in you. 
Free-born I am, and not on him depend, 
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear. 
Accept the Confirmation of it here. [Emhrace. 

Don CARLOS, 
From you, to whom I'm by fuch Kindnefs ty'd. 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide. 
ifThis gen'rous Princefs has her Promife giv'n, 
I once more fliall be brought in Sight of Heav'n ; 
To the fair Queen' my laft Devotion pay : 
And then for Flanders I intend my Way, 
Where to th' infulting Rebels I'll give Law, 
To keep myfeif from Wrongs, and them in awe. 

Dsn 
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D9H JOHN. 
Profperity to tke Defigny 'tis good i 
Both worthy of your Honour and yoiir Blood» 
D9H CAR, LOS. 
My Lord, your fpreading Glories flourifh high. 
Above the reach or ihock of Deftiny^ 
Mine early nipt, like Buds untimely die. 

Enter Officer of the Guard. 

OFFICER. 

My Lord, I grieve to tell what you muft hear; 
They are unwelcome Orders which I bear. 
Which are to guard you as a Prifoner. 
Don CARLOS. 

A Prisoner? What new Game of Fate's begun ? 
Henceforth be ever curs'd the Name of *So«, 
Since I muft be a Slave, becaufe Pm one. 
Duty ! to whom ? He's not my Father: No : 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one Way; 
Pm weary on't, and can no more obey* 
Den JOHN. 

If afk'd by whofe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, tell my Brother, 'twas by mine. [Ex. Officer* 
Don CARLOS, 

Now were I certain it would fink me quite, 
Pd fee the Queen once more, tho' but in fpite; 
Tho' he with all his Fury were in place, 
I would carefs and court her to his Face. 
Oh that I could this Minute die, if Co 
What he had loll he might too lately know* 
Curfing himfelf to think what he has done : 
For I was ever an obedient Son ; 
With Fleafure all his Glories faw, when young. 
Looked, and with Pride ccmftdering whence I fprung; 
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Joyfully under him and free I play'd, 
Bafk'd in his Shine, and wanton'd in his S h ad e ■ ■ 
\t noW' 

ancelling all whatc'er he then confcrr'd, 
ie thnifts me ont among the common Herd : 
or quietly will there permit my Stay, 
It drives and haunts me like a Beaft of Prey, 
iliaion ! O Afflidion ! 'tis too great, 
or have I ever learnt to fu^er yet, 
ho' Ruin at me from each Side takes aim, 
And J (land thus encompafs'd round with Flame; 
Tho* the devouring Fire approaches faft; ^ 

Yet will I try to plunge; if Pow'r wafle, I 

I can at worfl but ii;^k, and bum at lafl. J 

[Ex. Don Carlos* 
Don JOHN. 
Go on, purfue thy Fortune while 'tis hot : 
I long for Work where Honour's to be got. 
But, Madam, to this Prince you're wond'rous kind. 
EBOLI. 
You are not lefs to Henriet^ 1 find. 
. * Don JOHN. 

Why (he's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 

EBOLI. 
I thought I might in Charms have equgU'd her. 
You told me once my Beauty was not Ie(s. 
Is this y:>ur Faith ? Are thefe your Promifes ? 
Don JO H N. 
You would fcem jealous, but are crafty grown : 
Tax me of Falfhood to conceal your own. 

Go, y'are a Woman 

EBOLI. 
Yes I know I am : 
And by my Weaknefs do-deferve that Name, 

When 
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When Heart and Honour I to you refign'd. 
Would I were not a Woman, or leis kind. 
Don JOHN. 
Think you your FaJihood was not plainly feen, 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 
Too well I faw it; how did you difpenfe 
In Looks your Pity to th' afflifted Prince? 
Whilft I my Duty paid the King, your time 
You watch'd, and fix*d your melting Eyes on him, 

Admir'd him 

EBOLL 
Yes, Sir, for his Conftancy— 
But 'twas with Pain, to thfnk you falfe to me. 
When to another's Eye you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong'd and negleded laid, 
Wrong'd too fo far as nothing can reftorc. 

Don JOHN |J 

Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more. \ ^ 

Farewel— [Don John is goiftp 

EBOLL 

Farewel, if y'are refolv'd to go : 

Inhuman Auftriay can you leave me fo ? 

Enough my Soul is by your Falfhood rack'd ; 

Add not to your Inconftancy Negled. 

Methinks you fo far might have grateful prov'd. 

Not to have quite forgotten that I lov*d. 

Don JOHN. . 

If e'er you lov'd, 'tis you, not I, forget; 

For a Remove is here too deeply fet. 

Firm rooted, and for ever muit remain. 

[Eboli turns anjjay 
Why thus unkind ? 

EBOLL 
Why are you jealous then ? ^urns to hinu 

Don 
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Don JOHN. 
Come, let it be no more! I'm huih'd and ilill I 
W^ill you forgive? 

E BOLL 
\ How can you doubt my Will? 

do. 

Don JOHN. 
Then fend me not away unblefs'd. 

E BOLL 
Till you return I will not think of Reft : 
Clarlos will hither fuddenly repair. 
I'he next Apartment's mine ; I'll wait you there. 
Parewel. [Eboli /terns to weep. 

Don JOHN 
O do not let me fee a Tear ; 
t quenches Joy, and ftifles Appetite. 
-ike War's fierce God upon my Blifs Fd prey; 
A/^ho, from the furious Toils of Arms all Day, 
i^eturning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 
womes riotous and hot with full Delight — {Ex. D. John. 

EBOLL 
He'as reap'd his Joys, and now he would be free, 1 
ftnd to efFeft it puts on Jealoufy : ^ 

Sut Tm as much a Libertine as he ; J 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Defires. 
Yet will I hold him ; tho' Enjoyment tires, 
Tho' Love and Appetite be at the beft. 
He'll fcrve, as common Meats fill up a Feaft, 
And look like Plenty, tho' we never tafte. 

Enter R u i-G o m e z. 
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Old Lord, I bring thee News will make thee young. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
Speak ; there was always Mufic in thy Tongue. 

EBOLL 
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EBOLl. 
Thy Foes arc tott'ring, and the Day's thy own ; 
Give 'cm but one Lift now, and they go down. 
Quickly to th* King and all his Doabts renew ; 
Appear difturb'd, as if you ibmcthing knew r"^ 

Too difficult and dang'rous to relate. 
Then bring him hither lab'ring with the Weight. 1^^ 
I will take care that CarUs (hall l^e here : WK 

So far his jealous £yes a Sight prepare, W^ 

Shall prove more fatal than Medu/a's Head, \ 
And he more monfh-ous feem than ihe e'er made. 
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KING. 
Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my Brcaftl^ "^K 
When fhall I get th' Ufurper difpoffefsM i 
My Thoughts, like Birds when frighted from theifi^^j^fti^ 
Around the Pkoe where all was hufh'd before 
Flutter, and hardly lettTe any more——* 
Ha» Gomezy what art thoa thus muting on? [Sh4 GooMi 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
Pfh thinking what it is to have a Son, 
What mighty Cares, and what tempeiluoos Strife 
Attend on an unhappy Father's Life : 1 

How Children Bleffings ieem, but Torments are, Iti 

When young, our Folly ; and when old, our Fear. 

KING. 
' Why doft thoii bring thefe odd Refleaions here ? 
Thou envieU fure the Quiet which I bear. 
RUI'GOMEZ. 
No, Sir, I joy in th* Eafe which you poffeis. 
And wiih you never may have Caufe for lefs. 
KING. 
Have Caufe for lefs ! come nearer, thou art fad. 
And look'fl as thou wouldft tell me that I had. 

NoWr 
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y now I feel it riling up again 
k quickly, where is Carlos? where the Queen? 
t not a Word? Haye my Wrongs fb-uck thee dumb? -j 
rt thou fwol^n and labouring with my Doom^ t 

lar'ft not let the fatal Secret come ? J 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
?av*n great Infirmities to Age allots : 
Did, and have a thouiand doting Thonghts. 
not to know 'em, Sir. 

KING. 
By Heav*n I moft. 
RUI-GOMEZ, 
ay, I would not be by Compuliidn jufL 

KING, 
:t, if without it you refuie, you (hall. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
. -t me then one Requed, I'll tell you all. 

KING. 
'ame diy Petition, and condnde it done. 

RUI'GOMEZ. 
: 18 that you would here forgive your Son, 
all his pail Ofiences to this Hour. 

KING. 
^h*aft almoft ask'd a Thing beyond my Pow'r. 
fo much Goodnefs i'th' Requeil I find, 
e of myfclf Til for thy fake be kind : 
Pardon's feal'd ; the fecret now declare. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
Lias ! *tis only that I faw him here.— — 

KING. 
Vhere? With the Queen! Yes, yes, 'tis fo, Pm furc, 
'er were Wrongs fo great as I endure : 
great, that they arc grown beyond Complaint, 
half my Patience might have made a Saint. 

Woman ! Monftrous Woman ! 

Did 
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I^id I for this into my Breaft receive 
The promiiing repenting Fugitive ? 
But, Gomez, I will throw her back again ; 
And thou (halt fee me fmile, and tear her then. 
FlI crufh her Heart where all the Poifon lies, 
Till when the Venom's out, the Viper dies. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 

They the beft Method of Revenge purfue, 
Who fo contrive that it may Juftice (hew ; 
Stay till their Wrongs appear at fuch a Head, 
That Innocence may have no Room to plead. 
Your, Fury, Sir, at lealt a while delay ; 
I guefs the Phnce may come again this way : 
Here I'll withdraw, and watch his Privacy. 
KING. 

And when he's fix'd, be fure bring word to me. 
Till then Til bridle Vengeance, and retire. 
Within my Bread fupprefs this angry Fire, 
Till to my Eyes my Wrongs themfclves difplay ; 
Then, like a Faulcon, gently cut my Way, 
And with my Pounces feize th' unwary Prey. 

[Exit 1 
Enter E b L i. 

EBOLI- 
Tve over-heard the Bufinefs with Delight, 
And find Revenge will have a Feafl to Night, 
Tho' thy declining Years are in their Wane, 
I can perceive there's Youth ftill in thy Brain. 
Away : The Queen is coming hither. [Exit R. Go; 

Enter Queen and Women, Henrietta. 

^UEEN. 

Now 

To all Felicity a long Adieu : 

Where are you, Elfoli ? 

. EEC 
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EBO LI. 
—Madam, I'm here. 
^UEEN. 
Oh how frefh Fears aflault me every where! 
I hear that Carlos is a Prifoner made. 
E BO LL 
No, Madam, he the Orders difobey*d j 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends. 
To head the Rebels, whom he ftiles his Friends. 
But e*er he goes, by me does humbly fue. 
That he may take his laft Farewel of you. 
^UEEN. 
Will he then force his Deftiny at laft ? 
Hence quickly to him, Eholiy make halle : 
Tell him, I beg his Purpofe he'd delay. 
Or if that can't his Refolution ftay. 
Say I have fwom not to furvive the Hour 
In which I hear that he has left this Shore. 
Tell him, Pve gain'd his Pardon of the King. 

Tell him to ftay him tell him any thing. 

EBOLL 
One Word from you his Duty would reftore : 
And tho' you promised ne*er to fee him more, 
Methinks you might upon (o jult a Score. 
But fee, he's here 

Enter Don Carlos. ^ 

Don CARLOS. 
Run out of Breath by Fate, 
And perfecuted by a Father's Kate, 
Weary *d withal,- 1 panting hither fly. 
To lay myfelf down at your Feet, and die. 

[Kneels, and kijfes her Hand. 
^UEEN. 
Oh too unhappy Carlos ! Yet unkind ? 
'Gainft you what Harms have ever I defign'd. 
That you (hould with fuch Violence decree 
Ungratefully at laft to murder me ? 
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Don CARLOS. 
Pour all thy Curfcs, Hcav'n, upon this Head, 
For IVc the worft of Vengeance merited. 
That yet I impudently live to hear ||^ 

My fclf upbraided of a Wrong to her. [He rifiC ||^ 

Say, has your Honour been by me bctray'd ? I !^ 

Or have I Snares t'entrap your Virtue laid ? > [^ 

Tell me, if not, why do you then upbraid? J f" 

You will not know th Affliftions which you give; 
Was*t not my laft Requeft, that you would^ live? 
I by our Vows conjur'd it ; but I fee, i* 

Forgetting them, unmindful too of me» 
Regardlefs, your own Ruin you defign, 
Tho* you are fure to purchafe it with mine. 
Don CARL OS, 

I, as you bade me live, obey'd with Pride ; 
Tho' it was harder far than to have dy'd. 
But LiOfs of Liberty my Life difdains ; 
Thefe Limbs were never made to fufFer Chains. 
My Father (hould have fingled out fome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer' t for my own : 
He ihould have feen what Carlos would have done. 
But to prefcribc my Freedom, fink me low 
To bafe Confinement, where no Comforts flow; 
But black Defpair, that foul Tormentor, lies ; 
With all my prefent Load of Miferies; 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And rous'd the fleeping Lion in my Heart. 

Yet then be kind ; your angry Father's Rage "J 

I know, the leaft SubmifTion will affuage ; C 

YouVe hot with Youth, he's choleric with Age. j 

To him, and put a true Obedience on; 
Be humble, and exprefs yourfelf a Son. 

Carlos 
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r, I beg it of you : Will you not ? 

Don C A RLOS. 
^thinks *tis very hard ; but yet Til do*t. 
I obey whatever you prefer, 
flng y*are all divine, and cannot err. 
f nay Doom's unalterable, 1 fhall 
way at lead with lefs Diihonoor fall : 
Princes leis my Tamenefs thus condemn, 
n I for you fhall fufi«r, tho* by him. 

my Apartment farther we'll debate 
lis, and for a happy liTue wait. 

Prefcnce there he cannot diilapprove, 
n it fhall fpeak your Duty, and my Love. 

[Exeunt Carlos and ^ueen. 

Enter R u i-G o m s z. 

EBOLL 
ow Gomezj triumph ; all is ripe ; the Toil 
caught 'm, and Fate faw it with a Smile, 
s far the Work of Deftiny was mine ; 
I'm content thd Mafter-piece be; thine. 
ly to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood ; 
lyftery thou well haft underftood : 
ilfl I go reft within a Lover's Arms, [Jfide, 

[ to my Aujiria lay out all my Charms. % \Exit. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
ate, open now thy Book, and fet *em down : 
ive already mark'd *em for thy own. 

Enter King and P o s a at a dijianet. 

Lord the King ? 

KING. 
Gomez P 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
The fame. 

KING. 
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KING. 

Hail feen 
The Prince? 

RUI-GOMEZ. 
I have. 

KING. 
Where is he 
RULGOMEZ. 

With the Queen. 
KING. 
Now ye that dwell in everlafting Flame, 
And keep Records of all ye mean to damn. 
Shew me, if 'mongft your. Precedents there e*er 
Was feen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 
Hark, Gomez^ didH not hear th' Infernals groan ? 
Huih, Hell, a little, and they are thy own. 
POSJ. 
Who (hould thefe be? The King and Gomez, fure : 
Methinks I wiih that Carlos were (ecure : [^/ a difta, 
For Flanders his Difpatches I've prepared. 
KING, 
Who's there ? 'Tis Pofa, Pander to their Luft. 

[Dranjuing near to Pofa. 
Now, Gomez, to his Heart thy Dagger thruft ; 
In the Purfuit of Vengeance drive it far : 
Strike deep, and if thou canft, wound Carlos there. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
ril do't as dofe as happy Lovers kifs : 
May he ftrike mine, if of his Heart I mifs. 

Thus, Sir [Stabs him, 

POSJ, 
Ha, Gomez ! Villain ! thou haft done 
Thy worft : But yet 1 would not die alone : 

Hjere Dog \Stabs at him. 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

So briflc? Then take it once again. 

[Js they are ftruggling^ ihe Difpatches fall out £/*PofaV 

'Twas only. Sir, to f)ut you out of Pain. \Bofom. 

[Stabs him again, and Pofa fallu 

POSJ. 
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POSA. 
My Lord the King, (but Life too &r is gone, 
I faint)" be mindful of your Queen and Son. [Dies. 

KING. 
The Slave in Death repents^ and warns me. Yes, 
I (hall be Mtry mindful. What are thefe ? 

[Takes up the DifpaUhes. 
For Flanders f With the Prince's Signet feal*d! 
Here*s Villany has yet been unreveal'd. 
See, Gomexy Praftices againll my Crown; [Sheix)s ^em htm* 
Treafon and Luft have join'd to pull me down. 
Yet ftill I ftand like a firm fturdy Rock, 
Whilft they but fplit themfelves with their own fhock. 
But I too long delay : give word I come. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
What, hoa! whlthin; the King is nigh, make room. 

The SCENE draivs^ and^iifcovers Don John and 
Eboli embracing. 

' KING. 
Now let me, if I can, to Fury add. 
That when I thunder I may ftiike 'em dead. 

\L90king earneftly an '«». 
Ha " Gomez,! on this Truth depends thy Life. 
Why that's our Brother Auftria! 

RUJ-GOMEZ. 

And my Wife! 
Embracing clofe. Whilft I was bufy grown 
In others Ruins, here Tve met my own. 
Oh ! had I perifh*d ere 'twas underftood. 
KING. 
This is the Neft where Luft and Falfhood broock 
^Is it not admirable? — [JBx, D, John iiir^ Eboli €mhra€i4j^ 
Vol. L I RUT- 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 

OSir, yes! 
Ten thpufand Devils tear the Sortengf s 
KING. 
But they are gone, and my Dilhonour's near. 

Enter Don Carlos and Qy e e n difcturfing. 

Look, my inceftuoos Son and Wife appear/ 
See, GomeZf how (he languiihes and dies. 
'Sdeath! there are very Pulfes in her Eyes. 

[Don X^arlos afproachet the KiB£* 
D§m C JR LOS. 
In Peace, Hcay n ever guard the King from Hanns; 
In War, Succeis and Triumph crown his Arms; 
Till all the Nations of the World fhall be 
Humble and proftrate at his Feet like me. [Kmels. 

I hear your Fury has my Death defign'd ; 
Tho' I've deferv'd the worft, you may be kind : 
Behold me as your poor unhappy Son, 
And do not fpill that Blood which is your own. 
KING. 
Yes, when my Blood grows tinted, I ne'er dpubr 
fiat for my Health 'tis good to let it out ; 
But thine's a Stranger, like thy Soul, to me. 
Or elfe be curs'd thy Mother's Memory f 
And doubly curs'd be that unhappy Night, 
In which I purchas'4 Torment with Delight. 
Don C JR LO S. 
Thus thep I Jay afide all rights of Blood.'lR J/es SoUily. 
My Mother curs'd ! She was all juil and good. 
Tyrant ! too good to flay with thee below, 
^nd the^efore's blefs'd, and reigns above thee now. 
Sabmii&on ! which way got it Entrance here ? 
KING. 
Perhaps it came ere Treafpn was aware. 

Thy 
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Thy traiterous Defign*s now cone.tQ light. 
Too great and horrid to be hid in Night. 
See here my Honour and thy Duty's Stains. . 

[ ^bt^s tbt Dl/^atches. 
Pvc paid yonr Secretary for his Pains. 
He waits you there, to Council with him go^ 

Ask what Intelligence from Flanders now. 
Don C A R L S. 
My Friend here flain, my faithful Po/a 'tis. 
Good Heav'n / what have I done to merit this ? 
What Temples fack'd, what Defolation made, 
To pull down fuch a Vengeance on my Head f 
This, Villain, was thy work: What Friend of thine [ToGo. 
Did I e'er wrong, that thou fhouldft murder mitie ? 
But ril take care ft ihall not want Reward— [Draws. 

KING. 
. Courage, my Gomez^ fmce thy King's thy Guard. 
Come, Rebel, and thy Villahies; fulfil. 
Don C JRLOS. 
No ; tho' unjuft, you are hiy Father Hill ; 

[Throfws aivay his SnvorJ. 
And from that Title ntuft your Safety own : 
Tis that which awes iny Hand, and not yciur Crown^ 
'Tis true, all there ContainM I had dcfign'd : 
To fuch a height your Jealoufy was grown. 
It was the only way that T could find 
To work your Peace, and to procure my own. 
KING. 
Thinking my Youth and V'igour'to decr^-n^T^, > 
Y9U*d eafe meof niy Crown to give me Peace. 
Don CARLO S. 
Alas ! you fetch your 'Mifconftruaions far : 
The Injuries to met «wl Wrongs to her. 
Were much too great for Empare to repair. 

I Z When 
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When yoo forgot a Fathei^ Love, afid quite 
Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince^ Rig^t^ -' < 
Branded my Honour, and puriby' my lifoi^' r 
My Duty long with Natute waf at Strife. ^ 
Not that I fear'd my Meinory o* Name 
Could fuffcr by the Voice of conimon Fame ; 
A thing I fUll efteem'd beneath my Pride: 
For tho* condemn*d by all the World befidc. 
Had you but thought me juft, I could bavedy*d« 
'At lahuhis only way I found to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealoufy— — • 
To go for Flanders, and be fo remov'd ' 

From all I ever honour'd^ ever lov*d : 
There in your Right hoping I might compleat. 
Spite of my Wrongs, fome A6lion truly great. 
Thus by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 
Your Hate, and ihun that Storm which threatened he 
9UEEN. 
And can this merit Hate? he would forego 
The Joys and Charms of Courts to purchafe you ) 
Banifh himfelf, and 1km the dangerous Tide 
Of lawlefs Outrage and rebeHious Pride^ 

KING. ' :^ 

How evenly fhe pleads in his Defence ! 
So blind is Guilt when 'twould ieem I&hdciefice. 
She thinks her Softoefs may my Rage difarm. 
No, Sorcerefs, you're miftafeen in your Charm, 
And Vhilft you footh, do but affift the Storm. 
Do, take fuU view of your fiallai^ SlaMe; 

. [Queen looking on Ca 
Look haid ) ut js;^ Isft yoo^ce Hke to have. > 
Pon.C ARLOS. 
My Life or Death are in your Pow'r to give. 

■■■_'.;,; ■^■' KINO} ■'■-- 

.. \ ' '' : Vev and thou dylft.-' ^ 
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Dofi CARLOS. V 
Not till (he gvtt me le^ve : , .. 

She is the Star Siat nile^ my I>cftiny i 
^nd whim her Afpe&'s kind, I cannot die. 

No Prince, for evcjr live, be ever blefi'd* 
KING. 
: Yes, I win fend him to's eternal Reft. 
0h ! h^jd 1 took the Journey along ago, 
I ne'er had known the Pains. that rack me £0W* 
^UEEN. 
What Pains ? what Racks ? [Approaching him. 

KING. 
Avoids and touch me not. 
J fee thee foul, all one in^eliuous Blot ; 
Thy broken Vowa arc in thy guilty Face. 
^UESN. 
Have I then in youjr Pity left no place ? 

KING. 
Ohf thus it wf« yott drew me in before, 
WithPromifes you ne'er wou'd fee him more. 
But now your fubtleft WHee too weak are grown* 
Tve gotten Freedom, and I'll keep my own. 

^UEEN, 
May you hp ever frei^ j but can your Mind 
Conceive that any ill was here deiign'di 
He hither came, only that he might ihow 
Obedience, atid be f econcil'd to you. 
You iaw his humbiedfttiful Addrefs. 

KING. 
But you befc^ hand %n'd the happy Peace* 

Enter ^BX) L i. 

Oh Princefs, thank you for the Care you take. 
Tell me how got this Monfter Entrance f fpeak. 

13 EBOLL 
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Heav'n witpefs *twas withd^t my Ikhbwledge done. 

k u'l^GOMEZ: 
No, (he had other Bos'nefs of her own. • [JJIdt, 

Oh Blood and Murder ! 

KING. 

All are falfe : A Guard. 

Enter GititP^. 

Seize on that Traitor— — r- ' [Tq Carlos* 

Dan C JkLO S: 

Welcome ; Tm prepared——— 

^veeh: 

Stay, Sir, let me die too : I can obey. 

king: 

No, thou (halt live. [Seemingly kind. 

By Heav»n, but not a Day. [i^i^ft 
JaRfve^ge.fo cxquiiltcHavefrani'd; * 
'$he unrepenting dies, and fo (he's damn'd. 
HENRIETTA. 
If ever Phy could your Heart cngfage. 
If e'er you hope for Bleffings on your Age, 
Inclire yovr Ears to a poor Virgin's PrayV. 

:. . -, , KING. . ;■■ ;V ' '^ 

I dare not venture thee, thoii art' t6o fafrV *^ "^ 

What would'fk thou fey ? 

HENRIETTJ. ' ''- ' 

Deftrby npt> in one Man, 
.MWr Virtue than the World ^an boaft again. 
View him the eldcft Pledge of yourfirft L6ve, 
A'our Virgin-Joys ; that may tome fitj^ mpv^ — ^ „ 

-KING. [\ - ,!^;f';^;; ' / .^ 

No; for :the Wrongs I fuffer weigh jt' down : 
rd now not (pare his Life to fave my own. ' ' ' \ 
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Away, by thy foft Tongue TU not be eaught. 
. HENRIETTA. 
By all that Hopes can frame I beg. If aot. 
May you by fome bafe Hand uqpityM die» . 
And childlcfs Mothers curfe your Memory. 
By Honour, Love, by life— — 
KING. 
Fond Girl, away. 
By Heaven, 111 kill th^f: elfe. .$tlll dai'ft thou da/? 
Cannot Death terrify thee ? 

HENRIETTJ. 

_^No ; for I, 
If yoa refufe me, am refolv*d to die. 
Don CARLOS, 
Kind Fair one, do not waile your Sorrows here 
On ine» too wretched, and not worth a Tear. 
There yet for you are. mighty Joys in llore. 
When I » Duft an laid, and &en no more. 
-Oh Madam I {TotheCt^t^. 

^UEEN. 
Oh my Carh\$ / muAyovidit 
Formed bo Mercy in a Fatfiier's Eye ? 
Don CARLOS. 
Hide, hide your Tears into my Soul they dare 
A Tenderheis that misbecomes my Heart: 
For fince I muK, I like a Prince would fall. 
And to my Aid my manly Spirits caO. 
^UEEK 
You, like a A^an, as roughly as you will 
May die, but let me be a Womaa fiill. [l^i^/« 

KING. 
Th*art Woman, a true Copy of the firft. 
In whom the Race of all N^nkind was cors'd. 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heav'n ally'd : 
But your great Lord, the Devil, taught yoa Pride. 

I 4 Be 
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Kc'^ioa 4i) Angely till he durft rebel,,; ._ . , , -.^ 

And you are Aire the Scft|-s/d|a{^witli him fell. 
Weep on pn Stock! iof- Tew^e Jifee Vjqv^&-jou have. 
And always ready j^heigt^fda»wQi|)44^iv^ - '^ 

Cruel ! Inhuman f Oh my He^t ! ^why fbottid 
I throw away a Title th*t*« fp g^od» 
On one a Stranger to whatever was ib?, 
Alasy I'm torn, andtkno^lDpt, v^t^odo^ , 
The juft Refentment of my W^^^omg'ji fp ^i:eatj, > 
My Spirits fink b^neatU ^Jici^eayy weight. 

[Ready to fink luith Pajpon, 
Tyrant, ftand off: I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
Don CARLOS. 

Blefs'd AngeU ftay {Titkishir in his Amu 

C^r^Tji theiokEinhnce 
You ever took, you have before his Facc» ^ . , 
Dan CARLOS. 
No wealthy Monarch of tl^ plenteous EafE, 
In all the Glories of his Empire dref&'d^ 
Was ever half fo rich/ or half fo blefs*d. 
But from fuch Blifs how wretched is the Fall ! 
They too like us muft die, and leave it all. ^ . 

KING. 
All this before my Face ? what Soul could bearU ? 
Go force her from him. [OJicer approacbtu 

Dan CARL O S, 

— ' Slave, 'twill coft thy Heart. 

Th'adft better meet a lion on his way. 
And from his hungry Jaw» reprize tli^ ?^X* 
She> Millrefs of my Soul; and ta prepare 
Myfelf for Death, I Qinil confulc with her. 

RVI' 
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RUI-GOMEZ. 
[avc pit y ■ > ' - . [Inmeallj^ 

KfNa - 
Heftte ! 1idwi?(^tch«dlf htrrtHes, 
t's ierv'd iiy Ccrwards^ and a^Mi'^ by Fools. 

rortorc! ; 

Don C J Ribs. 
— Rouze, fliy Sool^ coafider now, 
: to thy blifsfiil ManfioA thou miift gp. 
I fo mighty Joys hate tafted hei^y 
rdly fhJdl have Seofe of any there, 
oft as Bloifbmsy and yet iWeeter ^r ! 

[Leaning on her Bo/om* 
tcr than Incenfti which to Heav'n afcends, 
' *tis piefented there by Angels Hands. 

KING 
ill in his Arms ? Cowards, go tear her forth. 

Don CARLOS. 
)a'll iboner from its Cemer (hake the Earth : 
old her f^ft till my laft Hour is nigh ; 
I I'll bequeath her to you when I die. 

KING. 
It off his Hold f or any thing." ■ » 
Don CA R LOS. 

■Ay come ; 
kill, and bear me hence into my Tomb, 
ave my Munument ereded here, 
broken mangled Limbs ftill daiping her. 

^UEEN. 

>ld, and I'll quit his Arms. 

[The Guards offer their Axes. 
XING. 
iw bear him hence. [They part. 

^ ' '^EEN. 
lorrid Tj^iant f [Gtiatds are httrtying Car. off. 

I 5 Suy, 
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iS^j, unhappy PVincc-*- — ^ 
Turn, turn? <i'ToriEteh^^ ' 

No, (layVand^Uke ine With ydii where you go* 

Harky ISiave^rAy Godflefs fdnlmtitjji me to ftay. 
Dogs/ have yt)u Eyes, andean ybiidMbbey? 
See her? Oh let nk but jiifl idudi toyBlifs* 

{PreJRng firwarL 
KING. 
By Hell he fhaa't : Slaves, are you mine or his? 

^UEEN. 
My Liie*^ 

Den CARLOS. 

My Soul, farewel ■ lExit Carlos, 

J^t/ £ £ AT. 
■ ■■ He^s gone, he's gone. 
Now, Tyjant/ to thy Rage Vm left alone ; 
Giv^ me my Death, that hate both Life and thee, 
KING, 
I kROw thou doft 'y yet live. 

^UEEK 

O Mifery I [Thrcxws her/elf on tbt Flwr, 

Why was I born to'be thus curs'd I or why 
Should Life be forc'd when 'tis (ofweet to die? 
KING, 
Thou, Woman, haft been falfej but to renew 
Thy Credit in my Heart, afllft nie now, [TV Ebolir 

Prepare a Draught of Poilbn, fueh as will 
A(!t flow, and by degrees of Torment kill. 
Give it the Queen, and to prevent all Senfe 
Of dying, tell her I've releas'd the Prince^ 
And that ei-e Morning hcH attend her. I. "1 

In a,Dirguire his Prefence wxH fupply ;^ > 

So glut my R^e, and imiiing (ee her ^i€^ 3 

E BOLL 
Your Majcfty ihall be o^ey*d ■ 

RUl- 



RUlrGOMEZ. 
D09 work thy Mifchiefs to their laft degree^ 
And when th'are itt their lieighj V\\ murder tliec, {jljidf^ 

KING.,.; 

"Sbw^.Ghmzt ply my Rage, imi keep it'Jiot•^ , 
O'er Love and Jjfafure I've the Cpfi^^e^ got. , » 

Still charming Beatfty (riumphs m her l^yes; 

[Looking at the Queen. 
Yet for my HonOor and m^ Reft (he dies. 

[ExiumQ^ttaoMdWpmen. 
But, oh f what Eaie can I expe^ to get. 
When I mull purchafe at fb dear a Rate ? [E^xiuut Omnes. 
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Enier Dom]QHv' and AttemUintu 4^ 

Who*s there ? my fttidiar ? 

Den JOHN. 
Yes, Sir, and your Friend 
What can your Pi^oce here fb late intend ? 
KING. 
Oh Auftria^ Fate*8 at work ; a. Deed's in hand 
Will' pat thy youthful Courage to a fbuid. 
Survey me ; do I look as heretofore? 
DonJOHNr 
You look like King of tpmtt^ and Xitfrd of Pow'r ; 
Like one who fUll feeks Glory on the Win^: 
You look as i would do» were I a Xing. . 

KING. 
, A King f why I am more^ I'm all thaft c^ 
Be counted mi&rable in a Man. i ^ 

But thou fhalt fee how calm anon Til grow-:-. .& 
J11 be as happy and as gay as thou* 
Doft JOHN. 
Noy Sir, my Happnefs you casmot have^ 
Whilil to your al^ FaJions thus a Slave*. 
To know my Eaie yoin Thought lik» mine mull brinj^ 
Be fomething lefs a Man, and more a King. 
KING. 
Tm growing ib, 'tis true, that long I(bov&^ 
With pleading Nature, combated vM\ Xxive, 
Thoie Witchcrafts that had bound my Soul fail ;. 
But now the Date of the Enchantfoeat's pad* 
Before my Rage like Ruins down they fall» 
And I mount up true Monarch o'er 'em all* 
Den JOHN. 
I know your Queen and Son y'ave doom'd to die 
And fear by this the fatal Hoar is nigh* 

Why, 
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Id you cut a fure Succeffipn off, 

yrour Friends muH: grieve^ and Foes will lai^i 

Age has from you took away 
^Ott*d grow malicious and deftroy ? 

KING. 
It not, Auftfia r thou my Brother art, 
y Blood I'm certain hail a part, 
f uftice of my Vengeance own ; 
[eir of Bfain^ and my adopted Son. 

Don JOHN. 
:onfeis there in a Crown are Charms, 
vould oHirt m hieody Fieldrand Anns : 
r Ncphev»^ Wrong I mail: decline, 
anil be exdngttfft*d ere I ikine. 
: a Thtone o'er Battlements Td clini^ 
»th (hoald Wak on me^ not I on him. 
e'er loFe, or have you ever known 
kty v«l»t of fo brave a. &m^^ 

KING. 
d I (hould be tretted thu» before ; 
is thy kinditeff , but no waon^ 
ngfiWy ^is! art eafy grown, 
fft all hearts as honeft as thy own. 

Dim JOHN. 
ir, ib eafy as I mud be bold, 
c whatydit perhaps would have untold ; 
; a Sl«ve to tb' vileft that obey, 
)ifgrace on Royal Favoor^a^, 
ly follow, as they lead aftray ; 

Varlets, fordid Hangers en, 
imiliarity th'are kac^wn, 
cat Frowns, but when you fm3e they fiMvn. 
liefe have wrong'd you, and abus'd your Ears, 
'OUT Mind with fal^ mifgroonded Fears. 
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Mifgr6>rmdidP«ft? A^y^^'iirthert any Tim* 
In Womcns Vd#fr, 6t ^ife^UrAt Yt>acli f " 
I fooner woufM bie]4etie^tkJrW<^dwdre^H«»i^i 
Where I have nought barToih tod Torment xAetr 
And never Comfort yet to Man ft'as goren. 
But thou fhalt fee how my Revenged Til treat. 

The SCENE iratjoi and J^tvtts fie Qoeea aUne iw 
Mounting on her ComAt wth^m Lmtp hj »er^ 

L^ok^htre (he fits as quiet and ferene, {Jromicalfy^ 

A$ if fhe never had a Thought of Sin ; 
In Moumingy her wrong'd Insoccnce to fliew : 
Sh'as fwom't fo oft that fhe believer it true. 
0'erwhelm*d with Sorrow flie'U in Darkmels dwell : f 
80 we h^ve heard of Witches in a Cell, y 

Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with HeU. } 
[Tie Queen ri/it, and cemes forwards iim 

My Lord ! Prince Caries I^ may be it believ'd ? 
Are my Eyes ble&*d ? and am I not deeeiv'd ? 
KING. 
My Queen, my IjOvc, I*m her»— [Emiracss her, 

^VEEN. 

My Lord the King I 
This is forprizing Kindnefi which yon bring. 
Can you believe me innocent nthdki 
Methinks my Griefs are half already pafl. 
KING. 
O Tongue, in nothing pradis'd hut Deceit I 
Too well (he knew Um^ not (Q fin4 (he Cheat, 
Yes, vileinceftaoHS Womaiiy it is I, , > 
The King; looko»mewe£U defpair, ji^ 4ie. 

\UEEN. 
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Why ted you notpjr©n^awft>Viny JJfi^ 
Since to AiHiftk>i|,yov QftMl^^jadAjBOimorit^ , // jj 

Methinks P^A i« i)^ Wlodme^ 'WJi^ J ii4^ . 
You CQttld but counterftit ^ h^tok that's kind. 
KING. ; 

No, now th'art fit for Dcaih : Had 1 believe 
Thou couldft have been moj^e wicked, thou hadd liv'd* 
Liv'd and gOEieon in Luftaiid Riot ftill; ^ ' 
But I perctiv*d th«c earfy ripeforHdl: ^ 

And that of the Reward thou xnight'ft not mifs; 
This Night th'aft di^nk'thy^Bane, 
Thou art——- 



-Then welcome everlafting Bli6. 



might'tt not mils; "1 

ine, th'axt poifofi^d; yes, / 

E N. \ 

laftiBo- BUG. ** 



Bit e'er I die, let me here make a Vow, 
By Heilv'n, and all I hope for there, rnt true* 
^ KING. 

^ow8 you had always ready when you fpokc : 
How many of 'em have you made, and broke ? 
Yet there's a Power that does your Fallhood hear» 
A jaft one too, that kts thee live to fwear. 
How comes it that above foch Mercy dwells. 
To permit Sin, and make us Infidels ? 



9VEEN. 
;rlo to 



YoB hitvc been ever fo to all that's Good, 
My Innocence hadelfe been underftood. 
At firft your Love was nothing but your Pride. 
When I arriv'd to be the IVince's Bride, 
You then a kind indulgent Father were : ^ 
But finding me unfortunately Fair, - * 
Thought me k K&Ij tOd high to btt pofTefs'd 
By him, and forc'd yobfelf iite ttiy Brcaft:" 
Where you maihfeiA*d an ura^fifted Pow'r ; 
Not your own Daughter could have lov'd yon more. 

Till 
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Till confaous of your Age, my Faith was blam'd. 
And I a leod Adoltercfs proclaixii'dv 
Accus'd of fouleft Inqeft with your Son, 
What more could my worft Enemy liave done ? 
KING. 
Nothing, I hope; I would not have it iaid. 
That in my Vengeance any Faah I made. 
Lbve me ? oh low Pretence ! too feebly built ! 
But 'tis the conftant Fault of dying Guilt, 
Ev'n to the laft to cry they're Innocent; 
When' their Defpair's fo great, they can't repent. 

^UEEN. 

Thus having urg'd your Malice to the Head, 
You ipitefully are come to rail me dead. 
Had I been Man, and had an impious Wife, 
With fpeedy Fury I'd have foatch'd her Life; 
Torn a broad Pai&ge open to her Heart, 
And there have ranfack'd eadi polluted pan; 
Triumph'd and laugh'd t*have feen the iffuing Flood, 
And wantonly have bath'd my Hands in Blood. 
That had out-done the low Revenge you bring. 
Much fitter for a Woman than a King. 
KING. 

Vm glad I know what Death you'd wilh tP have^ 
You wou'd go down in Silence to your Grave; 
Remove fromfuturc Fame, as prefent Times, 
And bury with you, if you could, your Crimes. 
No, I win have my Judice underftood. 
Proclaim thy Fsdihood and thy Luft aloud. 



^UEEN. 
nobl< 



About it then^ the noble Work begia; 
Be proud and boaft how cruel you have becii. 
Oh how a Monarch's Glory 'twill advance ! 
Do, quickly let it reach the E^x^ (^ France. 



1 
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I've there a Royal Brother that fe young, 
Who'll certainly revenge his Sifter*s Wrong; 
Into thy S/>ai» a mighty Army bring, 
Tumble thee from thy Thrbne a wretched 'tWhg, 
And make thee quite forget thou e'er wert King. 
KING.^ • 

I ne'er had Pleafkrc with her tfll this Night : 
The Viper finds Ihe's cruih'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh ! were he here, and durfl maintain that Word, 
I'd like an Eagle feizc the callow Bird, 
A«d gripe him till the daftard Craven cry'd; 
Then throw him panting by his Sifter's Side. 

Alas f I faint and fink ; my Lord, your Hand : 
My Spirits fail, and I want Strength to ftand. [Tt £>^ J« 
/>«« JOHN. 

Oh Jcaloufy ! 
A curie which none but he Aat bears it knows ; 

[^Liods htr to a Chi^ir* 
Sa rich a Treafatt #ko wbtr'd Bre to Idfe ? 

The Poifon works. Heaven grant there were enough; 
She is fo foul, ihe may be Foi^ proof. 
Now, my falfeftirctoc— — — 

^^UEBN. 
. Tymnt^ hence be gone^ 
This Hour's my laft, and let it be my own* 
Away, away ; I wonU iiot.leave the light 
With fuch a hated Objea in rky Sight. I 

KING. \ 

No, I will ftay^' and liv'n thy Prey-rs prevent; 
I would not- give the^ leifure to repent; 
But let thy Sins all b one Thiong combine 
To plague thy SquI, as thou bait tortsr'd minew 

^UEEN. 
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Glut then your Eyes; your ,^yiai?t->yttgc_fee<!, . 
And truimph; but reme|nbcr, when I'm dead. 
Hereafter on your dyiiig Pi{Io\v^y9M ; 
May feel thoie Tortures v/^dx you g^.ioe Bov/. 
Go on, your worft Reproaches I can bear. 
And with 'em all you ihall not fqixe a Tear^ . 

KING. : 

Thus, Aufiria^ my loft Freedom \ ob^au;i. 

And once more fhall appear xxi^i^i again. . m ' 

Love held me faft, whilit like a fooli^ 3oyr 7 

I of the thing was fond bcc^ufe 'twas gay; r 

But now I've thrown the gaudy Toy away. 3 

EBOH. 

' Help, Murder, help— [Eboli a*;//^/«* 

KING. ] 

— *Sec, Jifjfria, whence that Cty| 
Call up our Guardsi ther^ may be Danger nlgb. 

[Enttr Guards. 

Enter Eboli mj^tr Night^irtfi^ m39UMded and hlitdif^\ 
Kvi GoH^zfrnr/mng her. 

EBOLI. 

Oh ! guard me.from that cruel Murderer : 
But 'tis in vain, the Steel hasgonie too f*f. ^ ' 

Turn, wretched King, I've foiiethittg to' unfold ? 
Nor can I die till the fad SecretV told. 
KING. 

The Woman's mad ; toibane Apartment by 
Remove her, where fhe may grow taine and die. 
Fate came abroad to Night, refolv'd to range : 
I love a kind Companion in Revftngfe, [Hugs R, Go. 
RBOLi: 

If in your Heart Truthany Favour wins^ 

If e*er you would repent of fecret Sins, 

Hear me a WorJi. 

KING. 
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KfNGr 
^-J^Wlttit )«roaMft thod % ? Bf fericfc, , 

Do what you can toikve that fitzvam Life; V ^ 

Try ev'ry Art that may h^ Deadi prevent 
YovL are abus'd, and (he is Iiinocent. f 

"When I pcrcciv*d my Hopes of you were vain, 
L.ed by my Luft I praftisM dl my Charms 
To gain the Prints, Don Carlos^ to my Arms, 
But there too crofs'd, i did the Purpbfe change, 
And Pride made him my Engine for Revenge: \To R. Go* 
If aught him to raife your growing Jealoufy. 1 
Th?n my wild Paffion at this Prince did fly, I \To D. J. 
And that was done for which I now muft die. J 
KING. 
Ha, Gofftsz I ipeak, and quickly ; is it fr ? 

RVI^GOMEZ. 
I'm forry you fliould doubt if *t be or no. 
She, by whofe Loft my Honour was betray 'd, 
, Cannot wantiMalice now to take my Head; 
And therefore does this Penitence pretfcnd. 
EBOLL 
Oh Auftria^ take away that ugly Fiend : 
He (miles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul ; 
See how: his, glaring fiery Eye-balls rolL 
RU I'GOME'Z. 
Thus is her Fancy tortur'd by her Guilt : 
But fince ypo^ll have my Blood, let it be fpilt. 
KING. 
No more-r— [To R. Go^ 

,^ Sp^k on, ^charge thee, by the Reft [Te Eboli; 
Thou hop*ft, the Truth, and as thou (halt be blefs'd. 
EBOLL '. ' 
As what IVe (aid is f^ , j , 

: . fi > • .TJiere 
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There may I find, where 1 jnqft^nfwer all. 
What moft I need. Heaven's Mercy on xny .SouL I 
KING. 
Heav*n ! She wa$ fenftble that (be ihould die. 
And durft not in the Minute tell a Lye. 
Don J O HN. 
His Guilt's too plain; fee his wild flaring Eye. 
By Unconcern he would fliew innocence : 
But hardened Guilt ne'er wanted the Pretence 
Of great Submiifion, when 't had no Defence. 
Thus whilll of Life you Ihew this little Care, 
You feem not guiltlefs, but betray Defpair. 
KING. 
His Life I What Satisfaftion can that give ? 
But oh I in Doubt I mufl for ever live, 
And lofe my Peaces Yet I the Truth will find : 
111 rack him for't. Go, in this Minute bind 
Him to the Wheel — — 

RUI-GOMEZ. 

How have I this deferv'd. 
Who only your Commands obey'd and ferv'd f 
What would you have me do ? 
KING, 

— rd have thee tell 
The Truth : Do, Gomgx, all fhall then be well. 
RUI-GOMEZ. 
Alas ! like you. Sir, in a Cloud I'm lofl. 
And can. but tell you what I think at mofl. 
You fet me' as a Spy upon the Prince, 
And I flill brought the befl Intelligence 
I could ; till finding him too much aware 
Of me, I nearer Meafures took by her : 
Which if I after a falfe Copy drew, 
'Tis I have been unfortunate as you. 

KIl 
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KING. 
And is rhis all thoa haft Tor Life to (how f 

• RUI'GOMEZ. 
Ddir Sir, yoor Pardon, it is all I know. 

KING. 
Then, Villaioi I am damfi'd as well as thou. 
Heav'n ! where is now thy fleeping Providence, 
that took fo lit|tle Care of Innocence ? . 
Oh Auflria^ had I to thy Truth inclined, 
Had I been half fb good as thou wert kind f 
But Fm too tame; fecurc the Traitor. Oh f 

\Guards ftize R. Go. 
Earth open, to thy Center let me go, * 
And there for ever hide my impious Head. 
Thou fairefl, purefl Creature Heav'n e'er made. 
Thy injured Truth too late Tve underfloqd : 
Yet live, and be immortal as thVt good. 
^UEEN 
Can you to think me innocent incline 
On her bare Word, and would not credit a^ne ? 
The Poifon's very bufy at njy (leart.| 
Methinks I fee Death (hake bis threatning Dart. 
Why are you kind, and make it bard to die ? 
Perfiil, continue on the InJ4iry : . 
Call me iUU vile, inceftoous, ^1 that's foul. 
KING. 
Oh pity, pity my defpair^ Soul; 
Sink it not quite. Raife my Phyficians ilrait; 
Haften them quickly e'er it be too late ; , 

Propofe Rewards may fet their Skill at ildfe : 
ril give my Crown to him that fevcs her Life. 
Curs'd Dog!— ,[7#Gomex. 

DofiJOHN. : 

Vile Proftitutc ! 



KING. 
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KING. , 

-—-Revengeful Fieiid! 
But Vvt forgotten half; to Carlos fend ; 
ftevent what his Deipair may make him do. 

Enur Henrietta. 

HENRIETTJ. 
Oh Horror, Horror! everlailing Woe ! 
The Prince, the Prince! 

KING. 
Ha! fpeak. 
HENRIETTA. 
—He dies, he dies. 
Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juil taken firom the Bath, his Veins all cut. 
From which the fpringing Blood flows fwiftly out. 
He threatens Death on d[i that (hall oppofe 
His Fate, to favc that Life which he will lofe.' 
KING. 
Jyeu Auftri&y haften; all thy Int'refl nfe. 
Tell him it is to Friendfhip an Oflence, 
And let him know his Father's Penitence. 
Beg him to live.— — — 

RUIGOMEZ. 
Since youVe decreed my Death, know !twill be hard: 
The Bath by me was poifon*d when prepar'd, 
I ow'd him that for his late Pride and Scorn. 

KING. 
, There never was fo curs'd a Villain born. 
But by Revenge foch Pains he (hall go thro'. 
As ev'n Religious Cruelty ne'er knew. 
Rack him I I'll broil him, burn him by degrees^ 
Frefti Torments for him ev*ry Hour deviie, 
Till he curfe Heaven, and then the Caitiff dies. 

^USEN. 
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^UEEN. 
My faithful Htftrietta^ art thou come 
To wait tH' unhappy Miftrefs to her Tomb? 
I brought thee hither from thy Parents young, 
And now muft leave thee to Heav'n knows what Wrong. 
But Heav'n to its Proteftion will receive 
Such Goodnefsy let it then thy Queen forgive. 
HEN'RIETTA, 
How much I lov*d you, Madam, none can tcH; 
For 'tis unfpeakable, 1 lov'd fo well. 
A Proof of it the World (hall quickly find ; 
For when you die, I'll fcorn to flay behind. 

Enter Don Carlos fupported bet-ween t<w^ and bleeding* 

Don JOHN. V 
Sec, Sir, your Son. ^ 

KING. , 

My Son? But oh! how dare ' 
I ufe that Name, when this fad Objedl's near? 
See, injur'd Prinfsey who 'tis thy Pardon craves^ 
No more thy Father, but the worft of Slaves : 
Behold the Tears that from theie Fountains flow. 
Don CARLOS. 
I come to take my Fvcwel, ere I go 
To that bright Dwelling where there is no room 
For Blood, and where the Cruel never come. 
KING. 
I know there is not, therefore muft defpair. 
Oh Heaven 1 his Cruelty I cannot bear. 
riJoft thou not -hear thy wretched Father fue ? 
' Don CARLOS, 

. My Father I fpeak.the Word once more; is't you? 
' And may I think tlie dear Converfion true ? , 
Oh that I could. 

VoL.L K KING. 



194 D O N C A R L o s, 

KING. 
By Heay'n tl^ muft— it is f 
Let me embrace and kiiV tl^ trei^Lb)ing Knees. 
Why wilt thou die?.jBPj live, my Carlos live. 
And all the y^rong5 tha? I have done forgive. 

Dim CAR LOB, 
Life was my CuHe,. and giv n me fare in fpite. 
Oh ! had I perifh'd when I firft faw Light, 
I never then thei^ Miferies had brought 
On you, nor by yon h^d been guilty thougTit, 
Prop me ; Apace I feel my Life decay. 
The little time on Earth I l;iave to flay. 
Grant I without Offence may here bellow ; 

[Pointit^ to the Que^D. 
You cannot certainly be jealous now* 
KING. 
Break, break, my Heart i . 

[Leads Don Carlos to the Chair. 
Don CARL OS. 

You've thus more Kindness fhown, 
Than if y*ad crownM, and plac'd me on your Throne. 
Methinks fo highly happy I appear. 
That I could pity you, to fee you there. 
Take me away again : You are too good. 

^UEEN. 
Carlos J is't you ? O Hop that Royal Flood ; 
Live, and poiTefs your Father*s Throne, when I 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. 
Don C ARLOS. 
Crowns are beneath me, I have higher Pride : 
Thus on you fix*d, and dying by your Side, 
How much a Life and Empire I dizain ? ^ 

No, we'll together mount, where both (hall reign t 
Above all Wrongs, and never more complain. j 

ftUEEN 
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O matchlefs Youth ! O Conftancy Divine ! -% 

Sure there was never Love that equalled thine; C 

Nor any {o unfortunate as mine 3 

Henceforth foriaken Virgins ftiall in Songs, 
When they would eafe their own, repeat thy Wrongs; 
And in remembrance of thee, for thy ^ke, 
A folemn annual Proceffion make ; 
In chafte Devotion as fair Pilgrims come. 
With Hyacinths and Lilies deck thy Tomb. 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adieu : 
It is, to reconcile my Lord and you. 
Don CAR LOS. 

H'as done no Wrong to me, I am pofleis'd 
Of all, beyond my Expedladon blefs'd. 
But "yet methinks there's fomething in my Hear^ 
Tells me, I n^uft not too unkindly part. 
Father, draw nearer, raife mc with your Hand ; 
Before I die, what is't you would command ? 
KING. 

Why weit thou made fo excellently good ? 1 

And why was it no fooner underflood^ 
But I was cursMand blindly led ailray. 
Oh ! for thy Father, fwr thy Father pray. 
Thou may'll ask that which Tm too vile to dare; 
And leave me not tormented by Defpair. 
Don CARL OS. 

Thus then with the Remains of Life we kneel ; 
[Don Carlos an^ the ^ten Jink out of the Chair Sy and kned 
May you be ever free from all that's 111. 

- ^UEEN. 
{ And everlallinfe; Peai|:e upon yott dwell. 

i No more : .This Virtue's too divinely bright ; \ 

My darken'd Soul, too converfant with Night, C 

Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light. 3 

K 2 Here 



tQ^ ,„ ecatiy Kc Slaves, ddwn, downf 

for c*'^'' I parkneCs wrap my Head. ' 

Ool/^'^'"^ ^UEEN. 

tjtrhere i^ Y^^ ^ ^^* ' farewel, I muft be gone. 

KING, 
vicfs*d happy Soul, take not thy Flight (b foon: 
Stay till I die, then bear mine with thee too. 
And guard it up, which elfe muft (ink below. 

^UEEN, 
From all my Injuries, and all my Fears, 
From Jealoufy, Love's Bane, the worft of Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that Stranger Reft. 
Carlos r thy Hand ; receive me on thy Breaft; 
Within this Minute how (hall we be bleft ^ 

Don C A R L S. 
- Oh, far above 

Whatever Wiflies fram'd, or Hopes defign'd ; ^J 

Thus, where we go, we ftiall the Angels find v 

For ever praifing, and for ever kind. J 

^U EEN. 
Make hafte, in the firft Sphere 111 for you ftay ; 
Thence well rife both to everlafting Day. / 

Farewel [Dies, 

Don CARLOS. 
I follow you; now clofe my Eyes ; [Leans en her Bojhm, 
Thus all o'er Blifs the happy Carlos dies. [Dies. 

KING. 
They're gone they're gone, where I muft ne'er a(pire. 
Run, filly out, and fet the World on fire. 
Alarum Nature, let loofe all the Winds, 
Set free thofe Spirits whom ftrong Magic binds; 
Let the Earth open all her fulph'rous Veins, 
The Fiends ftart from their Hell and ihakc their Chains . 

^ Till' 
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Till all things fit>m their Harmony dech'ne, 
And the Confuiion be as great as mine. 
Here I'll lie down, and never more arife. 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries, 
Don JOHN. 
Hold, Sir, afford your laboring Heart fome Eafe, 

KING. 
Oh! name it not: there's no fuch thing as Peace. 
From thefe warm Lips yet one foft Kifs V\\ take, 1 

How my Heart beats 1 why won't the Rebel break ? I 
^^My Love, my Carlos, I'm thy Father, (peak. j 

' Oh I he regards not now my Miferies,^ 

But's deaf to my Complaint, as I have been to his. 
Oh, now I think on't better, all is well; 
Here's one that's juft defcending into Hell : 
How comes it that he's not already gone ? 
The Sluggard's lazy, but I'll fpur him on. 
Bey I How he flies ! [Stais R. Gomez. 

RULGOM^Z. 

'Twas aim'd well at my Heart ; -^ 
That i had Strength enough but to rrtort. I 

Dull Life, fo tamely muft I from thee part ? J 

Curfes andPbgues! Revenge* where art thou now? 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houfe below. [Dies* 
KING. 
He's gone, and now there's not lb vile a thing 
AsL 

Don JOHN. 
Rem^mber^ Sir, you are a King. 
KING. 
A King! it is too little; I'll be more, 
I tell thee, ffero was an Emperor ; 
He kiU'd his Mother, but I've that out-done^ 
Murder'd a' loyal Wife and guiltlefs Son. 

K3 Yet,^ 
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Yet, Aufiria^ why fhoaid I grdw mad fbr that? 
Is It xny Fault I was unfortunate I 

, Don JOHN. 
CoUcA 3Pour Spirits, Sir»^ and cadm yclxr Mi^d. 

KING, 
Look to't; ftraage things I tell the^ aie defign'd. 
Thou, Auftria^ Ihalt grow old, and in thy Age 
Doat, doat, my Hero : Oh, a long grey Beard, 
With Eyes diftilling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, 
Will be fuch Charms, thoa ea&fl not want Socce^ 
But above all beware of Jealoufy ; 
Jt was the dreadful Curfe that ruin'd me. 
Don JOHN. 
Dread Sir, no more. 

KING. 
Oh Heart r OHeav'nl But Hay,. 
Nam'd 1 not HeaT'n ? I did, and at the Word 
(Methought I iaw't) the Azure Fabric iiiri''d* 
Oh, for my Queen and Son the Saints prepare. 
But I'll porfde and overtake *<em Hiere, 
Whirl, fiop the Sun, arref his Charioteer; 
rU ride in that way; puU, pall him down. 
Oh, how m hurl the Wild-fire as I nm ! 

Now, now 1 mount " [Ituuf off racing. 

Don JOHN: 
liOdk to die King. 
See of this F»r oae loo, ^ia Cue be Jbad. 

[Pointing to Hemietit* 
Defpair, how vail a Triumph haft thou made ? 
No more in Love's enervate Charms 111 He ; 
Shaking ofF Softnfefs, to the Camp I'll fly. 
Where Thiril of Faroe tl^ ^ve Hero warms ; 
^d what I've loll in Feaee^ regain in Arms. 

[Exeunt 
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Spoken by a Girl. 

NO W njohat d'ye think my Mejfage hither meant i 
Yondei>s the Poet fok hekind the Scenes : 
ie told me there luas Pity in my Face^ 
Ind therefore fent me here to make his Peace. 
,et me for once perfuadeye to he kind\ 
^or he has promised me to fiand my Friend, 
Ind if this time I can your kindnefs monje^ 
fi^U vjritt for me, he fnvears hy all aho've^ 
Vhen I am hig enough to be in Lo*ve» 
low *wonU you be good-natur'df yi fin$ Men f 
ndeed Til grow ai faft as ier I can^ 
ind try if to his Promife h(?ll he true, 
'hink ofCt when thai time comes, you do not know 
^ut I may gronju in Lfiiii with fome of you, 
>r, at the worfii Pm artain tfhall fee 
imongftyou thofe whPll fwear thefm fo with mo, 
\ut nowj if by my Suit you II not be won, 
"ou know lohat your Xinkinduefs oft has done ; 
llifff forfdk^ the jP/at'Hi»H/et and turn Nun, 
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Titus and Berenice, 



TRACED Y, 

With a FARCE call'd 
The CHEATS of SCAPIN. 



Grandis Oratio non eft TurgiJa^ 

Sed naturals fulchritudine ex/urgit. Pet Arb. 
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To the Right Honourable 

JO H N, 

Earl of Rochester, 

One of the Gentlemen of His Majefty's 
Bed-Chamber, &c. 




My LORD, 

)EDi CAT IONS are grown 
Things of lb nice a Nature, that 
it is almoft impoffible for me to 
pay your Lordfhip thofe Ac- 
knowledgments I owe you^ and 
not (from thole who cannot judgfs of the 
Sentiments I have of your Lordftxip's Far 
vours) incur the Cenfure either of a Fawne- 
cr a Flatterer- Both which ought to be as 

hateful 



The EpiJlJe Dedicatory. . 
hateful to an ingenuous Spirit as Ingratitude. 
None of thefe would I be guilty of, and 
yet in letting the World know how good 
and how generous a Patron I have, (in 
fpite of Malice) I am fure I am honeft. 

My Lordy 

Never was Poetry under fo great an Op- 
preflion as now, as full of Phanaticifms as 
Religion, where every one pretends to the 
Spirit of Wit, fets up a Doftrine of his 
own, and hates a Poet worfe than a; Quaker 
does a Prieft. 

To examine hovs^ much goes to the rtiaking 
up one of thofe dreadful Things that refolve 
on out DiiTolution. It is for the moft part a 
very little French Breeding, much AfTurance, 
with a great deal of Talk, and no Senfe. 

Thus he comes to a. new Play^ enquires 
the Author of it, and (if he can find any) 
makes^ his perfonal Misfortunes the Subjeft 
of bis Malice to fome of his Companions, 
who have as little Wit, and as much Ill- 
Nature as himfelf i and fo to be ITure (as 
far as he can^ the Play is damned. 

At Night he never fails to appear in the 
Wididrawing-room, where he picks dut 

feme 



The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
fome as have as little to do there^ as him- 
felf •, who muftring up all their puny Forces, 
damn as pofitively as if, like Muggleton^ it 
were their Gift ; when indeed they have as 
little right to Wit, as a Journey-man Taylor 
can have to Prophecy. 

Wit, which was the Miftrefs of former 
Ages, is become, the Scandal of ours: Ei- 
ther the old Satire, to let us underftand 
what he has known, damns and decries all 
Poetry but the Old -, or elfe the young afr 
fefted Fool, that is impudent beyond Gor^ 
redtion, and ignorant above Inftruftiort, 
will be cenfuring the prefent, though he 
mifplace his Wit, as he generally does his 
Courage, and ever makes ufe of it on the 
Wrong Occfion. 

How great a rfazard then does your Lord- 
{hip run in fo ftedfaftly protefting a poor 
ejcil'd thing that has fo many Enemies ! but 
that your Wit is more eminent than all 
. their Folly or Ignorance, and your Good- 
nefs greater than any Malice or Ill-Nature 
can be. I am fure (and I muft own it with 
Gratitude) I have tailed of it much above 
,my Merit, or what even Vanity might 

prompt 



prompt me ^a exptu: 
this, I ihall at bed but appear an huml 
Debtor, who ack6aivled^s hbnfeftlj^hat^ 
owes, though to keep up his Credit he mi 
be forced to borrow moic : For my Geni 
always led me to feek an Intereft in yc 
Lordihip ; and I never fee you, but I^ i 
fir'd with an Ambition . of being in ^c 
Favour. For all 1 have received, the high 
Return I am abk to make, is my Ackna 
iedgment ; in which I can hardly diftingu 
whether my Thankfulnefs iOr my Pride 
ihc greater, when I Aibfcf ibc myfeJf 



Tour Ij»'d/hip''s 

Mojl oiUged and 

mofi devoted Servant^ 



Tho. Otwa 




P R O L O G U E^ 

Spqken by" Mr, Under hill* 



GjOlantSf eur Author met me here To-de^, 
And heg^d that Pd/ay fofkethrng fir his Pky^ 
'Ypu Wags^ that judge by Rote^ and damn by Ruk^ 
Taking your Meafures from Jhme Neighbour Fotl^ 
Who ^as Impudence^ a Coxcombs u/eful Toot\ 
That airways are fe^vere^ you knoav net.*wlyp 
And nvould be thought great Criticks by the bye ; 
With*very mueh IlUNatwre^ and w Wit^ 
Juft as you are, ive humbly begyot^dfit^ 
And wth your filly fd'ves di<ver$th€Pft, 
Tou Men of Senfif^ nvho heretofore aUo^u^d 
Our Aut hop's Follies^ make him once more proud. 
But for the Touths that newly *re come from France, 
IFhofe Heads: 'want Senfe^, tho* Heels abound nvitb Dance 7 
Our Author to their Judgment ivon^t fubmit^ -| 

ButfwearSi that they^ njuho fo infeft the Pit C 

With their own Follies, ne'er can judge of Wit. \ 

^Tis thence he cbiejfy Favour would implore j 

[T« the Boxes. 
And, Fair Ones, pray oblige him on my Score : 
Confine his Foes, the Peps, within their Rules ; 
For, Ladies, you know how to manage Fools.^ 
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S^ 



Perlbis^ 



I HWII»J«!I,..| 



Perfon s reprefented in t^e l" k a G |t S> Y, 

M E N/ 



Ti/us VefpAfian^ Emper6r of Rdm^ 
Antiocbus^ King of Comagene^ 
Paulinusy the Emperor's Confident, 
Arfaceiy Antiocbus his Confident, 
Rutilius^ a Tribune, 

women: 

Berenice^ Queen of Paleftine^ 
Fhantce^ her Confident, 



IAt, Bntirm, 
Mr. SmitL 
Mr. Medbourn. 
Mr. Cre/^. 
Mr. Gillouu, 



Mrs. Z^f. 
Mrs. Barry. 



The SCENE, ^ O M £. 



Perfons reprefented in the Farce. 

MEN. 



nriftj, 1 Y^Q ^j^ Merchants, 
Gr/pe, j 

^^^f^^'lTheirSonfi, 
Leanaer, j 

Scapifty 2L Cheat, 

|^i^^> I 5f^//Vs Inftruments, 

WOMEN. 

Z«f/^, Tbrifi/s Daughter, 
Clara, Gripers Daughter, 



C Mr. Sand/ord. 
\ Mr. iVoi^/. 
J Mr. Norris, 
\Mi. PercivalL 
Mr. Anib. Leigi, 

{Mr. Ricbards* 
Mr. 



Mrs. Barry, 
Mrs. G/^^/. 



The SCENE, DOVER. 
I TI.TUS 




TITUS 

AND 

BERENICE. 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 
SCENES Palace. 

Enter Antiochus and A r s A c £ s. 

ANTIOCHUS. 
^^gg^HOUy my Arfaas^ art a Stranger here: 
I T S '^^*^ ^^ ^ Apartment of the charming Fair, 
l^j^J^ That Berenice^ whom Titut fo adores; 
i^^BS The Univerfe is his, and he is hers : 
ere from the Court himfelf he oft conceals; 
ad in her Ears his charming Story tells; 
hilfl I a Vallal for admittance wait^ 
id am at heft but thought importunate. 

ARSASES. 
You want admittance ? who with gen'rous care 
ive followed all her Fortunes ev'ry where, 
hofe Fame throughout the World fo loudly Hngs, 
lo of the greateft of our Eaftern Kings, 

As 
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As once you feem'd the Monarch of her Breaft, 
Too firmly (eated to be difpofTcft; 
Nor can the Pride (he doth in Titui take. 
Already fo fevere a diilance make. 

JNTIOCHUS. 

Yes ! ftill that Wretch Antiochus I am. 
But Love I Oh how I tremble at the Name; 
And my diflrafted Soul at diat doth.ftart. 
Which once was all the Pleafure of my Heart; 
Since Berenice has all my Hopes deftroy'd. 
And an eternal Silence on me laid. 
JRSJCES. 

That yon relent her Pride, I fee with Joy; 
'Tis that which does her Gratitude deflroy : 
But Friendfhip wrong'd fhould into Hatred turnj 
And you methinks flight leam hc^ Art to ^ora. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Arfacesi how falfe Meafures doll thou take I 
Remove the Poles, and bid the Sun go back; 
Invert all Nature's Qrders, Fate's Decrees; 
Then bid me hate the charming Berentci. 
, AIISJCES. 

Well, love her fUU ; but lejt her know your P 
kefolve it, you (hall fee, and (pe^ ^gaio; 
Urge to her Face your rightful Claim aloud. 
And court her haughtily, as (he is prond. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Arfacesi no ; (he*s gentle as a Dove, 
Her Eyes are Tyrants, but her Soul's all Love, 
And owes fo little for the Vows Fvt mude. 
That if (he pity me, I'm more than paid. 

Bnter R u f 1 1 f u s. 
But fee, the Man I fent at laft returns; 
Oh how my Heart with ExpedUtion burns! 
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Rutiliusy have you Berenice feen ? 

"* '^' RVtlilVS. 
' I have. 

Oh fpeak ! What fays the charming Queen ? 
RUTJLIUS. 

I prefs'd with difficulty thro' the Croud ; 
A Throng of CoUrt- Attendants round her flood. 
The time now pad of his fevere Retreat, 
Tiius laments no more- his Fathei*s Fate. 
Love takes up all his Thoughts, and all his Cares, 
Whilft he to meet thofe mighty Joys prepares. 
Which may in Berenic^^ Arms be found; 
For (he this Day will be Rome's Emprefs crown'd. 
JNT lOCHUS. 

Whatdol hear? Confufion on thy Tongue! 
To ceil *mc this, why was thy Speech fo long f 
Why didil not Ruin with more fpeed aiibrd? 
Then mightil have fpoke, and kill'd me in a Word. 
But may I not <>ne Moment with her fpeak. 
And my poor Heart difdofe before it break ? 
RUriLIUS. 

You fhall : For when I told what yoa defignM, 
She Iweetif fmilM, and her fair Head inclined : 
Titus ne'er from her had a Look liiore kind. 

Enter B & 11 s v 1 9 £ and P H je n i c a. 

She's here. 

BERENICE. 
At jlail from the rude Joy I'm freed 
Of thofe new Friends, whom my new Fortunes breed. 
The tedious fona of their Ji^efpe^l I ihun, 
To find out him whofe Words and Heart are one* 
Antiochus^ for I'll no Flattery ufe. 
Since you negledt, I juftly may accufV. 

■" '' ' ■'- Ifow 
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How great your Cares for Berenice have been,, 
Ev*!! all the Eafi^ and Rome itfelf has fcen. 
In my worft Fate I did your Friendfhip find, i 

But now I grow more great, yoo grow lefs kind. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Now durft I hope, I would forget my Smart; 
So well (he underftands to footh my Heait. 
But, Madam, it's a Truth by Rumour fpread. 
That Titus (hall this Night poflefs yodr Bed. 

B BERENICE. • 

Sir, alf my Conflifts 1*11 to you reveal, 
Tho' haft" the Fears IVe had, I cai^not tell ; 
So much did Titus for his Father mourn, 
I almoft doubted Love would ne'er return : 
He had not for me that affiduous Heat, 
As when whole Days fix'd on my Eyes he £it : 
Grief in his Eyes, Cares on his Brows did dwell ; 
Oft camCi and look'd; faid nothing, but Farewell , 
JNT lOCHUS. 

But now his Kindnefs he renews again. 
BERENICE. 

Oh ! he will doubly recorapenfe my Pain 
For that : if any Faith may be ailow*d 
Two thoufand Oaths, two thoufknd dmes renewed ; 
Or any Juftice in the Pow'rs Divine, 
Antiochus^ he'll be for ever mine. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

How Ihe infults and triumphs in my 111 I 
Sh'as with long Pra^ice learnt to finile and kill. 
Oh, Berenice^ eternally farewel. 

BERENICE. 

Farewel ! good Heav'n ! What Language do I hear ! 

Stay ! I conjure you. Sir -by all that's dear. 

Antiocbust what is it I have done ? 
Why don't you fpcak ? 

^ ^ ^ ANTI' 
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JNTIOCHUS. 

Madam, I mail be gone. 
BERENICE. 
How cruelly you ufe me f I implore 

The Reafon- 

JNTIOCHUS. . 

I mud never fee you more. 
BERENICE. 
*^For Heav'ns fake tell, you wound me with d^y. 

JNTIOCHUS. 
At leaft remember, I your Laws obey. 
Why fhould I here wretched and hopelefs ftay ? 
If the remembrance ben't extinguiih'd quite 
Of that Weft place, where firft you faw the Light; 
'Twas there, oh there began my endlefs Smart, 
When thofe dear Eyes prcvaiPd upon my Heart : 
Then Berenice too my Vows approved. 
Till happy Titus came and was belov'd. 
He did with Triumph and with Terror come. 
And in his Hands bore the Revenge of Rome. 
Judea trembled, but 'twas I alone 
Firft felt his weight, and found myfelf undone. 
BERENICE. 
Hah I 

JNT IOC HUS. 
You too, then t'encreafe the Pains I bore. 
Commanded me to (peak of Love no more. 
So on your Hand I fwore at laft t'obey; 
And for that tafte of Blifs gave all away. 
BERENICE, 
Why do you ftudy ways t'afHi<5l my Mind I 
You may believe. Sir, I am not unkind. 
Alas, I'm fenfible how well y'ave ferv'd. 
And have been kinder much than I deferv'd. 

JNTIOCHUS. 



ft 14 Titus ^^ Berenice.' 
ANTIOCHUS. 
Why in this Empire (hould I longer day. 
My Pa£ion and its Weakneft t^ l^etray ? 
Othen, tho' I retire, wiU l)rifl^v|heir Joys 
To crown that Happiaefs which mine deftroys. 
• BERENICE. 
Yott triumph thus bectuie ypu'r FowV you Icnow ; 
Or if you did not, you'd not ufe mc fo. 
Tho' crown'd ^ew^'s Emprefe I the Throne afcend; J 
What Pleafure in my Greatnefi can I find, i 

When I fhall want my beft and tnieft Frie»d I 
ANTIOCHUS. 
I reach your porpole, you would hav<e me there, 
That you might fee the woril of my Defpair ; 
I know it, the Ambition of your Soul. 
*Tis true, I've been a fond obedient Fool : 
Yet came this Time but to new-freight my Heart, 
And with more Love pofieft, than ever, part. 
BERENICE. 
Tho' it could never enter in my Mind, 
Since Ca/ar's Fortunes mufl with mine be join'd. 
That any Mortal durft fb hardy prove 
T' invade his Right, and talk to me of Love; 
I hear th' unpleafing Narrative of yours. 
And Friendfhip, what my tionouir fhuns, endures. 
Nay more : your parting I with trouble hear. 
For you, next him, are to my Soul moft dear. 
ANTIOCHUS.- 
In Juftice to my Memory and Fame, 
^ I fly from Titusj that unlucky Name : 
A Name, which ev'ry Moment you repeat, 
Whilft my poor Heart lies bleeding at your Feet. 
Farewel. Oh, be not at my Ravin 
When of my Death the News fhall 1 
Remember why I dy'd, and what T 



ng at your reet. 
ing^giiev'd: 7 

ill be receiv'd, > 

;Iliv>d {Ex. hut. i 
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And by the Face of my Affairs, I find, 
'Tis time that I reiblve and £x my Mind* 
Tell me, PauUnusy jeiUy, and be free. 
What fay^ the World oi Berenice^ and me. 
PAULIliUS. 

In every Heart you Admiration raife ; 
All your high Virtues, and her Beauty praift. 
T. f^E SPAS JAN. 

Alas ! thou anfwer'ft wide of my Defirc : 
PaulinuSi be ray Friend, and come yet nigher. , 
How do they of my Sighs and Vows approved 
Or what expeft they from fo true a Love ? 
PAU LINUS. 

Love, or not love. Sir, all is in your Power ; 
1 he Court will fecond ftill the Emperor, 
r. VESPASIAN. 

Courtiers, Paulinusy feldom are (incere ; 
To pleafe their Mafter they have too much Care. 
The Court did Nero's horrid A6ts applaud, 
To all his Lulls fubfcnb'd, and call'd him God. 
Th' Idolatrous Court (hall never judge for me : 
No, my Paulinus, I rely on thee. 
What then muft Berenice expeft, declare ; 
Will Rome be gentle to her, or fevere? 
My Happinef|^is plac'd in her alone. 
Now they have raised me to th' Imperial Throne, 
Where on my Head continual Cares muft fall. 
Will they deny me what may fweeten all I 
PAU LINUS. 

Her Virtues they acknowledge, and Defert,. 
Proclaim indeed fhe has a Roman Heart : 
But (he's a Queen, arid that alone withftands 
All which her Beauty and her Worth demands. 
In Rome the Law has long unaltered ftood, 
Never to mix its Race with Arangers Blood. 

Vol. L L ?. 



?i8 TiTvs and Be^^sicz. 

T. VESPJSIJN. 
It is a Sign tncy are capricious grown, 
When they defpife all Virtues but their own. 

PJULINUS. 
Julius^ who fa^ fubdu'd her to his Arms, 
And quite had fiknc'd Laws with War's Ahrms, 
Burning for Ckofatras Love ^ to Fame 
More juft, fled from her Eyes, and hid his Flame. 
T. FESPJSIJN. 
But -which way from my Heart (h^l J remove 
So long eilafoliih'd and deep-rooted Love i 

PJULINUS. 
TheConflia wili be difficult, I-gtiefe; 
But you your rifing Sorrows mull fupprefs. 
T. FE SPJS UK 
Who can a Heart that's not his own condrol ^ 
Her Prefence was the Comfort of ihy Soul. 
After a thoufand Oaths confirm'd in Tears, 
By which I vowM myfeff for ever hers, 
I hop*d with all my Love, land all her Charms, 
At laft to have her in my Ibnging Arms. 
But now I can fuch rare Perfedions crown; 
And that my Love's more great than ever grown. 
When in one Hour a happy Marriage may 
Of all my Hvt Years Vows the Tribute p^ ; ' 

I go, Paulinus how my Heart does rifeV 

PJULINUS. 
Whither? 

T. VESPJSUN.. 
To part for ever from her Eyes. 
The' I reqoh-'d th' Affiftimce of thy XeaT, ' ' 
To crufh a PaiTion that's ib hard td qu€lll j - 
My Heart had of its Doom refolv'd before ; > 
Yet Berenice does ftill dii^ttte the Wzx* 
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TTlie Conqueft of fo great a Plame mufl coft 
Conflidls, in which tny Soul will oft be toft. 
PJULINUS. 
You in your Birth for Empire NVere defign'd, 
And to that purpofe Heav'ii did frame your Mind ; 
^ate in that Day wife Providence did (hew, 
fixing the Delliny of i^^/w in you. 

T. r£SP ASIAN. 
My Youth rejoic'd in Loi'C and gloribus Wars, 
Slit my Remains of Lifb nfiaft ivafte in Cai^s. 
^ome my new Gbndti€t now obfervos, 'twould be 
^c>th ominous to her, and mean in me, 
^^ in my Dawn of Ppwcr, to clear my Way^* 
^^o Happinefs, I (houldhef Laws deftroy: 
[ *^C IVe refolv'd oli't, Lovie ^nd all (hall go; 
^ ^^as 1 it twxf^ 'iinct R<ome will have it ib. 
i ^iithowfhall lj«3fibi»;fi^if^»j'>^|Mr©pare? »; - 

PAULINVS. 
You muft refolve to* go and viftr her ; 
^coth her fad Heart, and on her Patience win i 
X^hen by degrees ■ ■ ■ 

T. VESPASIAN, 
> TTrtrfoit how ihall I begin? , 
Oh, my PW/«i^/»I> have pft defign'd , 
^ITo fpeak my Tlioughits,bift Hill they ftay'd behind. 
I" hop'd, as Ihe difcerii'd my troubled Breaft, 
She might a little at the Caufe have gueis'd : 
But nought fufpeding as I weeping lay. 
With her fair Hand Ihe'd wipe the Tears away, 
An^ in that Mifc never tj^e Lof§ pcrceivM. ^< 
Of the fad Hearty ihe had too much believ'd,. 
But now a firmer Cpnftancy I uke^ 
Either my Heart-Asdl vctet itsGrief, orbreak. 
I thought t'have met 'i^»r/irDri»ir, i and here 
All I e'er lov'd furrender'd to his Care. 

L z To 
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TcMDorrow be coodods lier to the Eaft, 

AndnowIgoiDiighy aiidloclkm)FlaiL ^ 

PJULINUS. - 3 

I ne'er expeOed Ids fitkia tliat Renown, ^ 

Wlikh all your Adions muft iiith Glory crown. ^ 

T. VESPASIAN. ^ 

How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too ! 

How ranch more fair and charming were (he no .v^ 

If thro* eternal Dangers to be won I «^ 

So I might ftill call Beremue my own. :^ 

In Naro^s Court, where I was bred, my Mind ^ 

By that Example to all Ills inclined ; ^ 

The loofe wild paths of Pkafore I pnrfo'd, t^, 
Till iKrpMMf firft angbt me to be good. 

She taught me Virtue ; but, <^ curs'd Rmu ! ^ , 

The Good I owe her, muft her Wrong become. « 

For (b much Virtue, and Renown {q great; i 

For all the Honour I did e\^r ^t. A 

Her for whofe fake alone I Fame purfu'd, ^ 

I muft for^o, to pleafe the Multitude i ^ 

PAULINUS, ^ 

You cannot with Ingratitude be charg'd, " 
You have die Bounds of P^i/?/Wcnlarg'd. 
Ev'n to Emfbrates her wide Power extebds f 

So many ELingdoms Berenice commands. - ^ \ 
7. VESPASIAN. 

Weak Comforts, for the GrieB muft on her dtvqjj 

I know fair Berenice ^ and know too well ^ 

To Greatnefs (he (b little did indine, ■■^ / 

Her Heart ask'd never any thing but mm. . ■ 

Let's talk no moiebf her, Pnidhu^. ^ ^ 

PAUhlNUS. r ; 4 

r. VESP^^IAN. , 

The thought of her bul (hakes my Confiancy : 
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To-morrow he condudli h^ to the Eaft, 
And now I go to A^h/ and Idcik^my'laft. 
PAULINUS. ^ 

I ne'er expe6led lefs from th^t Renown^ 
Which all your A^ons mull with Glory crown. 
T. FES Puis UN. 

How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too f 
How much more fair and charming were (he now^ 
If thro* eternal Dangers >to be wqn [^ 
So I might ftill ca)} ^reme ray own. 
In Nero^s Court, where I was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inclined ; 
The loofe wild paths of Pleafure I purfu'df 
Till Benniee hr^ taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue ; but, oh curs'd Rome ! 
The Good I owe htr, muft her Wrong become. 
For fo much Virtue, and Renown (b great; 
For all the Honour Idid ever get. 
Her for whofe fake alone I Fame purfu'd, 
I mull forego, to pleafe the Multitude i 
PAUL INUS, 

You cannot with Ingratitude be charged, "^ 
You have the Bounds of Pakftine tiAztg^di ^ 
Ev'n to Euphrates her wide Power ext^Js^' - ■ ' 
60 many Kingdonis Berenice coratnands. • w- / *j 3 
T. VESPASIAN. V / 

Weak Comforts, for the Griefs muft im her dt^dl. 
I know fair Berenice, and kftot^ too well 
To Greatnefs (he fo Iktle did indme, r ]^ 

Her Heart askU never any thing :btttimifl<?. : ,; , 
Let's talk mi More bf > her^ Pn^tnuA,, i->:iKi -u r.: . j ; /, 
PAVmNU^ -<nu'i A I- ..A 

• 'ri^f^E^^^BA^JAN..:'.,^ I - . :■. 
The thought of her i)ut iliakes my Conftancy : 

1 
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Yet in my Heart if Doubts ak«ady riie. 
What will it do When I behold her Eyes I 

- \ / - 

RuriLius, 

Sir, Berenice f defires admittance here 
T. FESPJSIJN. 

Pauliitus Oh ! 

PAV LINUS. 
Can you already fear ? 
So fbon are alt your Refolutibns (hook ? 
Now, Sir's the Time-— [^a-. Rut. 

Enter Berenice, PhJekxcia, and Atundemn. 

r. VESPASIAN 

I have no Power to look. 
BERENICE. 
Sir, bei^t difpleas'd that I thus far prefumej 
It is to pay my Gratitude J come. 
Whilft all the Court aflembled in my View, 
Admire the Favour you on me beftpw. 
It were unjull, (hould I re^iain alQne 
Silent as tho' I ha:d <a Senfe of none. 
Your Mooming's done, and you from Griefs, are free ; 
Are now your own, and yet not vifitme? 
Your Prefent of new Diadem's I wait. 
Oh ! give me mose Content and lefs of State : 
Give me a Word, a Srgb, a Ldok at leaft. 
In thofe th' Aitibitimiof my Soul is plac'd. 
Was your DifcouHc of irtfe wh^n I arwv'd ? 
Was I fo happy, may H be believM ? 
Speak, tell H^t tjuick, is Berenice fo bleft ? 
Or wai 1 prefent to yout Thoughts at leaft? 

L 3 T. 
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To-morrow he conda^s htr to the Eafl', 
And now I go to fi^h, ahd lodk^my'laft. * > 
PAULINUS. . 

I ne*er expedled lefs from th^it Renown» 
Which all your Anions mull with Glory crown. 
T. FES PAS IAN. 

How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too ! 
How much more fair and charming were (he now. 
If thro* eternal Dan|;ers ^o be wqn t. 
So I might ftill cal) ^/innUe \ay own. 
In Kero\ Court, where I was bred, my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inch'n'd; 
The loofe wild paths of Pleafure I purfu'd, 
Till Bimnce firfl taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue; but, oh curs*d Rome ! 
The Good I owe htr, muft her Wrong become. 
For fo much Virtue, and Renown ib great; 
For all the Honour I did ever get. 
Her for whofe fake alone I Fame purfu'd, 
I mull forego, to pleafe the Multitude ! 
PAUL INUS, 

You cannot with Ingratitude be charged, ^ 
You have the Bounds of PahfttnttfAztg^di - 
Ev'n to Euphrates hit widt Power extfehds ^^ ^ ' ' 
So many Kingdonis Berenice comtnaikis. • - - 
T, VE SPAS IAN. V / 

Weak Comforts, for the Griefs mull to betf dtvd 
I know fair Berenice, and know too well 
To Greatnefs (he fo little did indine, - , 

Her Heart askU never any thing .batimiflie. 
Let's talk no more lof' herj, i?ffa/(w/«.; > :«i ^ r p 

: n ■FM^S^EAS.fAN.,.:<i i .r. 
The thought of her jbut fliakes my Conllancy : 
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Vet in my Heart if Doubts ^Ii^ady rife, 
What will it do 'when J bekold her Eyes ? 

RvriLius. 

Sir, Berenice^ defires admittance here 
T. FES PJSIJN. 

Pauliftus Oh ! 

PAV LINUS. 
Can you already fear ? 
So fbon are all your Refolutions fliook ? 
Now, Sir's the Time— [^a-. Rut. 

Enter Berenxce, Phjem-xcia, and AtUndtmu. 

T. FESPJSIAN. 

I have no Power to look. 
BERENICE. 
Sir, bei^t difpleas'd that I thus far prefume j 

It is to pay my Gratitude J come. 

Whilft all the Court aflembled in my View, 

Admire the Favour you on me beftpw. 

It were unjuft, (hould I remain algne 

Silent as tho' I had<a Senfe of none. 

Your Mourning's done, and you from Griefs, are free ; 

Are now yourovrn, and yet not viiitme? 

Vour Prefent of new Diadi^m's I wait. 

Oh ! give me mose Come&t and lefs of State : 

Give me a Word, a Srgb, a Look at Icaft, 
I In thofe th' Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 
/ Was your Difcourfe of me wh^n I arriv'd ? 
I Was I fo happy, may it be believM ? 
f Speak, tell me quick, is Berenice fb Weft ? 
I Or wai 1 prefent to yoUf Thoughts at leaft? 
' - .L3.. T. 
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To-morrow he conda^i htr to the Eaflf, 
And now I go to fi^h, and Idcikimy'laft. ' ; 
PAULINUS. - 

I ne'er expefled lefs fh>m th^lt Renown, 
Which all your Anions mull with Glory crown. 
T. VESPASIAN. 

How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too ! 
How much more fair and charming were (he now. 
If thro* eternal Dan|;ers ^o be wqn I , 
So I might ftill caU Pjerenue ray own. 
In Nerd*s Court, where I wa$ bre4> my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inclined ; 
The loofe wild paths of Pleafure I purfu'd. 
Till Biremee firfl taught me to be good. 
She taught me Virtue ; but, oh curs*d Rome ! 
The Good I owe her, muft her Wrong become. 
For fo much Virtue, and Reiiown ib great; 
For all the Honour I did ever get. 
Her for whofe fake alone I Fame purfu'd, 
I mull forego, to pleafe the Multitude ! 
PAULINUS. 

You cannot with Ingratitude be charged, ^ 
You have the Bounds of Paleftine enlarg'd. I - 
Ev'n to Euphrates her widt Power extiefeds f-' -^ ^ 
So many Kiiigdonis Berenice comtnaiWs. ■ - ' 
r. VESPASIAN. 

Weak Comforts, for the Griefs mud to iietf dtvd 
I know fair Berenice ^ and kuo^ too weH 
To Greatnefs (he (o little did indine, t ; 

Her Heart askU never any thing .bati mime. , 
Let's talk no ffiorc iof i her^ Puulhiuii.u:r.y.:i.iu^.: ^ 
PAUUINUM. .-.-r-L^i .' 1- . 
^^^^ v:, ..... . . , ;...^hy.^h. 

^ "Ti VMSEAS.fAK. .'.^i i 

The thought of her hvit fliakes my Conllancy : 
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Vet in my Heart if Doubts akeady riie, 
What will it do Wken I bclioJd her Eyes ? 

RUT I LIU S. 
Sir, Berenice^ defires admittance here 
7. FESPJSIJN. 

Faulinui Oh ! 

PAULINUS. 
Can you already fear ? 
So fbon are all your Refolutions fliook ? 
Now, Sir's the Time— [^a-. Rut. 

Ettter Berenice^ Phjekxcia, and Atumt«nu. 

T, VESPJSilAN. 

I have no Power to look. 
BERENICE. 
Sir, bea^t difpleas'd that I thus far prefame j 
It is to pay my Gratitude! come. 
Whilft all the Court aflembled in my View, 
Admire the Favour you on me beftpw. 
It were unjuft, (hould I remain algne 
Silent as tho' I had. 41 Senfe of none. 
Your Mourning's done, and you from Griefs. are free; 
Are now your own, and yet not viiit me? 
Vour Prefent of new Diadi^m's I wait. 
Oh ! give me mose Content and lefs of State ; 
Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leaft. 
In thofe th' Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 
Was your DifcouHc of thte whtn* I arrav'd? 
Was I fo happy, may H be belicvM ? 
Speak, tell mfe tjuick, is Berenice fb bleft ? 
Or was 1 prefent to your Thoughts at leaft? 

L3 T. 
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To-morrow he condu^i Ih* to the 'fiaft. 
And now I go to fi^h, akidlodkimy'laft. * i • 
PAULINUS. - 

I ne'er expefled lefs ftom th^lt Renown, 
Which all your Anions mull with Glory crown. 
T. VESPASIAN. 

How lovely's Glory, yet how cruel too ! 
How much more fair and charming were (he now. 
If thro* eternal Dan|;ers ^o be won I , 
So I might Hill cal} ^npice my ow9* 
In A5prtf's Court, where I was bred* my Mind 
By that Example to all Ills inclin'd ; 
The loofe wild paths of Pleafure I purfu'd. 
Till Btnmct i^ taught me to be good, v 
She taught me Virtue ; but, oh curs*d Rome ! 
The Good I owe her, muft her Wrong become. 
For fo much Virtue, and Renown fo great; 
For all the Honour I did ever get. 
Her for whofe fake alone I Fame purfu'd, 
I mull forego, to pleafe the Multitude ^ 
PAUL INUS. 

You cannot with Ingratitude be charged, ^ 
You have the Bounds of PaUftine enlarg'd. -K' - - 
Ev'n to Euphrates her wide Power extcfecis J ' '^ - ' '" 
So many Kingdonis Berenice comtnaiids. » ' ' ^* ' ^'^ - a c 
r. FES PAS IAN. ' V ^^ ^ 

Weak Comforts, for the Griefs mud to he* dt^dl; 
I know fair Berenice, and know too well 
To Greatnefs Ihe (o little did indine, n , f 

Her Heart ask'd never any thing rbtttimi«.( j; r;; 
Let's talk no more bfher^ i?ffa/(W2rii.iu; xd n r . pj; , 

y ^'Ti 'FiM^^^PiA^JAK.::'.^<i \ .r^. V 
The thought of her Ml fliakes my Conllancy : 
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[ Vet in my Heart if Doubts ^keady riie, 
' What will it do When I bclioJd her Eyes I 

'i.'Sttta^ RtxTit I us. 

' Run L JUS. 
Sir, Berenice f defires admittance here 
T. FESPJSIJN. 

Pauli/tus Oh ! 

PAV LINUS. 
Can you already fear ? 
So foon are all your Refolutions fliook ? 
Now, Sir's the Time— [^a-. Rut. 

Enter Berenice, Phjekxcia, and Atundemti. 

r. VESPASIAN. 

I have no Power to look. 
BERENICE. 
Sir, bea^t difpleas'd that I thus far prefumej 
It is to pay my Gratitude, J come. 
Whilfl all the Court aflembled in my View, 
Admire the Favour you on me beftpw. 
It were unjuft, (hould Irepiain algne 
Silent as tho' I hafd. A Senfe of none. 
Your Mourning's done, and you from Griefs, are free ; 
Are now yourovrn, and yet not viiitme? 
Vour Prefent of new Diadem's I wait. 
Oh ! give me move Content and lefs of State ; 
Give me a Word, a Sigh, a Look at leafti 
In thofe th' Ambition of my Soul is plac'd. 
Was your DifcouHe of the whtn.l arwv'd? 
Was I fo happy, ma;^ it be believM ? 
Speak, tell itje tjuick, is Berenice fo bleft ? 
Or was 1 prefent to yoiif Thoughts at leaft? 

L3 T. 
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T. rSSPJSIJN. 
DouT:t it net. Madam : By the Gods I fwear't. 
Thait Berenice is ahvays in* jny Heart : 
Nor Time, ncr Abfence can you thence remove ; 
My Heart's all yours, and you* alone I lovel 

BERENICE. 
You vow your Love perpetual and iincere. 
But 'tis with a ftrange Coldncfe that you fwear. 
Why the jafl Gods to witncfs did you call ? 
I don't pretend to doubt your Faith at all^ 
In you I truft» would only from you livc» 
And what you (ay, I ever muft believe. 
T. FESPJSIAN. 
Madam! 

BERENICE. 
Proceed. Alas» whence diis Surprize ! 
You feem confus'd, to turn away your Eyes^ 
Nothing but Trouble in your Face I find : 
Does iliU a Father's Dbath affiia yoor Mind t 

7. VESPASIAN: 
Oh! did my Father, ^sfAVeJpafian^ live. 
How happy fhould I be ? 

BERENICE. 
' ^ Ah, ceafe to grreve t 

Your Tears havi reVerenc'd his MemVy now. 
Cares are to' kdmi and your own Glory due. 
A Father you lament, a feeble Grief, 
vv^hilll for your Abience I find no Relief. 
But in your prefence only, take Dedight, 
J, who ihaU die, if but debau-r'd your Sight 
T^FE SPAS IAN ; 
Madam, what is it that your Griefs declare ? 
What time d'yqu clmfe ? For Pity's fake forbear, J 
your Bounries my Ingratitude proclaim. 



• B ER'k 



You can dg npthiiig ^t ;jl<fer]iffi$v that Naaws ; 
No, Sir, you never c^a. ui^atefuJ prove . 
May be I!m fond, a^d t|re you m^ xnf. hove, 
^ T.. VESPJ.&IAJSf. 
No, Madam, noj my Heart (iince I mnft fpeak) 
Was ne'er more full of Loye^ of half fo like tp break f 

But 

BERENICE. 
What? 

r. FESPJSIJlf. 
Alsb! 

BE A E NICE. 
Piro^ecd. 
T. VESPASIAN. 

The Empire Rom$ 
BERENICE. 
Wen. 

T. FES PAS IAN. 
Oh» the diimal Secret will not come— -« 
Away, PauUnus^ e'er I'm quite undone. 
My Speech foriakes m^^ aiui niy Heart's all Stone. 

r^. Tit, flW Paul. 
BBREN^ICE. 
Sp (bon to leave me, ^nd in Trouble too ? 
7V/«j, how have I this deferv*d from you? 
What have 1 done, Pbanida, ten me, fpeak. 

PHMNIC lA. 
Does nothing to your Memory appear 
That might provoke him ?— — 

, ^BEJIENICE. 
1 . It - 6y all that's to me dear. 
Since the firl^ HoVl faw his Pace, till now. 
Too mucli of Love'is all the 6uilt I know. 
This Silence is too rude, and racks my Breaft, 
In the Uncertainty I cannot reft ; 
j^p knows, Phaniciay all my Moments paft, 

• L 4 Perhapa 
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Perhaps he's jealous of the Syrian King ; ^ 

I wifti the Gods would try me to the mod. 
With a more potent Rival tempt my Heart, 
One that woufd^make me greater Ithan thou artf 
Then, my dear Tit us ^ (houldfl thou fbon difcern, 
How much for thee I all Mankind would {oam.. 
Let's go, Pbanicia^ with one gentle Word 
He will be fatisfyM, and I reHor'd. 

" My injuPd Truth by my Compliaiice ind, 
•< And if he has :i Heart he mnit be kinci 
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ACT H. SC ENE' I. 

jE/i/^r Titus, Aktjochvs, ^w/i Ausacei 

ANtiikbtu I yottf^vc dcme your F«€ndihjp wroftg. 
In that yoiiVeiccipt thisjStfCrpt hid lb long.. 
What is't that your Departure tioes incite. 
Which, not unjuftly, 1 may call a Flight ? 
For tho* on the Imperial 1 hrone Tm plac'd. 
So highly feem with Fortune's Favour grac*d; 
As if fhe nothing Huther had to grant ; 
I more than ever do your Friendihip want. 
ANTIOCHUS. 

Sir, your great Kindnefs 1 fo well did know, 
I durft not ftay, where I fo nuich did owe. 
When firft Judea heard your loud Alarms, 
You made me your Companion irj your Arms, 
Nay, nearer to you did^xvath f*tiend (hip join. 
And lodg'd the Secrets i)f ypor Breaft in mine. 
Yet all this Goodnefs buraugments my Sin, 
For I have falfe and moff ungrateful been. 
T. FESPJSIJN. 

r can't forget, that to your Armt alone 
I owe the halt of all I ever won : 
Witnefs thofe precious Spoils you hither brought. 
Won from the yeu;s, w^en on my fide you fought. 
To all thofe Purchafes 1 lay no Claim ; 
Your Heart and Friendihip are my only Ainu 



^ 'J \ 



A. 



2z6 T I re s a>M Bi re ^^i c e. 

My Heart ! my Friendfliip I Heav'n, how you miMfi ! 
Cn my Deceit how ^e^ :aiGlots jrcm make I 
When firft you thought yauvfelf of caeipofieKy 
You took a Very SerpBnt to yoof Breail; ' ^ 

r. VES^ASlAfr. 

Jntiocbus^ I find where thou art ftoog : 
Tell me th' offidoUs Sltve t!iat doti me wrong. 
Some bafe Detradlor has my Henoir'fhun^d', ^ ' / 
And in yoiir eafy Hdwt a Ci^dkigstn'^ ; * ' ' ^ 

Abus*d, and toM yoti ^i^ mz» VRijtlft i. ' H t oc 

J3ut I will know tl^ tfeadievoos Fiviidi^^I matf^ o ^ \ 
Tho* you unkindly from yo«r>FricrRd would run^ 
And own th' Injuftice which 3^00 thmk fve doa^e; 
JNTIOC HUSJ 

Oh TV/Kx, if I durft hue ffeak 1^7 Heart j 
But 'tis a Secret hard from thence to partt 
'^ris not from you-j k 19 ffoiii A«wrl%^ ^ "^ 

There's a Drfeafe in^t I mtrfl ffitrti oi^die. -«^ ' ' 

Seek then no more what's dangerous taknow, 
When moH your Friend, I ihdll appear your For. 
r. VESPASIAN. 

J either to your Heart a Stranger am. 
Or fure Antiocbus is hot the ikme : ' 

What elfe fliould toake yott not your MJad dcdiire P 
What is't that you dare fay, I dire not hcar> " 
ANriOCHUS. 

If then, whatever r utter, you dare hear, '• 

Receive the fatal Secret in your Ear* 
But arm your Heart with Temper : Well, 'tis this. ' ^: 

r. FEVp ASIAN. ' ^ 
Go on. . , 

ANfiqt'EtUS. 
I lottethc charming Bennice. 

Tirus^ 



1 



- Hah! . ■ v.)'> >.i'vi:-H 'qi-nbn^xV'i y- '. ^\'.y\\ :* 

Y^S*: jiorwia f^lmvful to her EycsV' 
Till yoa came oxh ^d iftiibVd me of the Priz^^ 
When at your Army^s \Iieai you did appear. 
You iack'd Jerufaki^ Knd conqnias'd her. 
^ SI FtS^P-AS'IAN, 
A braver Rimitl'ii'iiotlU^iflx tQ.fnd)^ 
Than him that, dares ibeji^fl)^ and Ceil hn Mind* 
So far's Refentmcut (mok^My JA^^^K remoy'd. 
That ^frfitfrris by my Fricnd'beiey*d, 
That I, Jnthfhm^ the thbg extol. 
For (he was m^el to be ador'd by all : 
And happy he that ^1 -poiTefs her. 
:\ANTIOCH'U$. 
J1.V- "> - ..•, ..- .' • .. Trucf^ 
But 'tis fit none fl^uld be .fo Weft (avc you.;^ 
And Berenice kr none cpttld b© defignM, i 
But hfm that's the Delight of. all Mankind. 
'Tis for this Caufe tihSyttia I repair : 
For when you're bfefti no Envy fhould be near- 
T'i FBSPJSJAN: 
O my Antiochusj wh^i^ diov (halt fee 
Howfmairs ^Happii^ in don lpr,mje^ 
Thou needft not leaj* t% Bnvy ; let me hav« 
Thy Pity and thy Aid, 'ti^ that I crave. 
My befl and troeft Friend, you.muft be io^ 
For there^s none fit fbi^t in the World but }|Ou: 
None but a King, my Rival, and my Friend,. 
Is fit to fpeak the; T.ormeiUs pf xny Mind. 
In my Behalf you Berenice muft fee. 
ANT I Q CM US. 
Is that an Office, Titus^ fit for me ? 



Is't not enough hcrCroilties^I bdai^ > 
But you muft toofoUidlt/«iylJe^ifi?;jFl ■jv\ i ^ / 
I fvvore for ixii^fiom^hisr^XMfideptai^niiirj 1 hi^. .1 
Alas ! and dare not trull J^ain'^iny Heart;} u. . -^n v 
Your Paflion by attother may be ihowii, - ^ • ^'^ 

I have enough to do to my rule my owm. 
T. FESPjfSIJW. ' 

He that fo well his own Misfostnnes bears. 
Can befl initru^ her how to temper hers. 
Nay, myAnti^chusy yon mttft «ot Hart; ; n 

I know by mine, your News will ihake her Heart, V 
For I mufl too for ever from her part, i 

JNTIOCHUS. 

You part? 

T. FE8PJSIJN. 
Yes ! corft Neceffity ! 'tis true. 
She that both cpnquer'd me and fetter'd you, 
In whom alone I fumm'd up all Delight, 
Mufl be for ever baniih'd fi^m my Sights 
JNTIOCHUS. 

It cannot be : No Slave that wears her Chains^ 
Upon fa eafy Terms his Freedom gains^ 
T. VESPASIAN. 

Lord of the Wojrld my £mpire wide ^oes flow, 
I can make Kings, and can depofe 'em too: 
The ftubborn'ft Hearts muft to my Pow*r bow down,. 
And yet I am not Matter of my own. 
Rome^ that to Kings fb long a Foe has been, 
Will not admit my Marriage with the Queen. . 
if Berenice to-morrow be not gone. 
The Multitude will to hsx Palaoemn; 
Arid from their rude outrageous Tongue fhell hear U 
The N*ws I dread to tell, and ^oiil to bear. 

4 ANTI^ 



How might I triumpkii}jho*jfUHiigf)ftAkl to^ i v^ T 

To fee her Cruekiesllovinenrej^d^n : > f ^ r. f ^ 

And with 'em all.her mitor'd Soul upbraW* > 

But, 7//W, rm«i«eJttftj;aiid,r*Ui<y-vmov'd, 

That ev'a. Sir, you daire wrong the thing IVe lov'd. 

When I th' Imperial; Powev didffirft aflaiie^ >• 
1 firmly fwore t'^^phold cheiRight^ s>t_Rome.. . / 

Should I to follow Love from^^iGlofyily^: 
ICorfake my Throne^ ineir'iy Vaffitl*! Eye» , ^ 

How mean and defpicaUe nvgft I prove ! 
An Emperor led about the World with Love ! 
No, Prince, the &tal Stpry you muH cell. 
And bid from me poor Berenice farew^L 
But if the Hopes of reigning iit my Heart 
May any eafe to her fad, Mind .import, . 
Swear, Friend, by all that to my Soul is dear^ i; \ 
Entire I will preferv^ J^r ctvct Aeit. 
Mourning at Court, and more cxil'd than fhc. 
My Reign but a loQg Basifhrnenl (hali be 
From all thofe Joys that wait on Pomp and Power. 
To-moirow ihe her Jooi^aeyi hence jsuft take, > " 

And fo I all, that e'er I lovM forfoke. . ^ 

Her to yqar Care and Condud. I commend ; 
For tho' my Rivals aa a King and Friend, 
The deared Tr eafure I dare wiih you tru(U 

JNTIOCHUS. > 
Sir, do not tempt one, leaft I prove unjud: 
Her Charms that made Joe Buy own Fanie foregd. 
Will be too apt to make* rne fsdft to you. 
: T. F£$f A^I^N. 
- No more ; I know thee, have thy Honour try'd. 
Firm fiill in Dangers found thee by my £de. 

Thou 
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I*'' poMH^^^^^ ^*^S^ y^^ conceal'*, I 

But ym^^ ^^^/z'^/Sccefi were quell'd : J 

I ^^^ ^^y^^flo FalftM fliow, ^ 

Alaf Jp^'Hf''^^ «» sA4?»ntage now. \ 

Yo ^^"^ [f;«.T.Ve^fiM j 

r >^'^ jNrtocHVs. 4 

^^{echtr, npther 4are I go ; ■ 

A^ fiotn others her hard Lot ihe'll know. 
'foo ^ pot think her Fate's enough ievere, 
P^J tiat I th' unwelcome Me%;e bc^i . / 

bo ^^^ ^^^ enough have felt ^fore, 
ittd n^ ^^^ ^^ °^^ ^ays to pwrchafe more. 
^ JRSJCSS. 

See, ihe approaches ; now the Coward play. 
And, when yoij might have conquer*d» run away. 

Enter' Berenice and Vhmkicia.. 

JNTJOCHUS. id 

OhHeav'nl 

BERENICE. 
My Lord, I fee you are not gone^ 
Perhaps 'tis me alone that you would (hun, 
JNTIOCHUS. 
You come not here, Antiochus to find, . j. 

The Vifit to another was defign'd. ;i 

Cae/ar : And. 'tis on him the Blame muft lighc. 
If now my Prefence here offend your Sight. 
They're his Commands arc guilty of the Sin ; 
It may be clfe 1 had at Ofiia been. 

BERENICE. . . ' 

His Friends are always with his Prfsiepce graCd, < T 
Tis I alone that cannot be {o bleft. 

ANT IOC BUS. . . 
Too much has Prejudice upon you gain'd : 
*Twas for your iake a)on^ I was detain'd, 

SERK^ 
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For mine? away; '/ ' / 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Tyrannic Fair, *ti» truer 
He k^t me her? only to talk of you. 
BERENICE. 
Of me, my Lord ! forbear this courtly Art, 
You're brave, and fhould not mock an eafy Heart*. 
In my DiHrefs what Pleafure could you fee ? 
Alas ! or what cOtold ^ifus fay of me ? 
JNtlOCHUS. 
Better a thottfand times than I can telL 
So £rm a Paflion in his Heart docs dwell. 
When you are nam'd he's from himfelf transform'c^ 
And ev'ry way betrays Kow much he's charm'd. 
Love in his Face does like a Tyrant rife. 
And Majefty's no longer in his Eyes. 
But there are things behind, I dare not (peak: 
For at the News your tender Heart woald break.^ 
BERENICE. 
How, Sir? 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Ere Night the Truth of what I've faid youll know^ 
And then, I doubt not,! juftify me too. 
Farewel. 

BERENICE. 
Oh Heav'n ? what can this Language mean ? 
You fee before your Eyeis a wretched Queen* 
Sir, of my Quiet if you have fuch Care, 
Or if myfelf your Eyes held ever dear, 
Difpel this MSft of Trbuble from my SouL 
JNtlOC HVS. 
Madam, yourfelf excufe. 
For your own fkke it is that I refufe. 

TVitt 



232 Titus ^7«^'^B Ire nick. 
Twill not be Ippg bcfi^re the DoQ)>t*$ rcmovM. 

You told mc once, JnthcJ^th'^yo^Iki^^^;^'^ 
Bat fore *twas only that you iiiigl^t l^^y ; 
Or clfe you more would fear to ififobey.' ' ■ 
JNTIOCHtJi. 
I difobey you f ask my Life, and tty 
How glorioufly I for your fake can die. 
It would by far be the more welcome Fate, 
Than now to ipeak, and ever gain yoor Hate. 
BERENICE. 
No, Sir, you never fhall my Hatred fcid ; 
*Ti8 my Defire, and you muft be fo kind. 
Witt you ^ 

JNTIOCHUS. 
Heav'n ! this Conibainc is worie than De 
You drive, and will not give me time to breathe. 
Oh, Madatn ! put me to no farther Pain.^ 

BERENICE. /; 

Muft I thi^ ever beg, and beg in vain ? 
Hence, froward Prince, either the Truth relate. 
Forbear, or be aflur'd for ever of my Hate. 
JNTIOCHUS. 
My Heart was always yours, and is fo ftill. 
For ever muft depend upon your Will. 
I wifli another way your Pow'r you'd tr/d^ 
But you're refoIv*d, and muft be fiitisfy'd : 
Yet flatter not yourielf, I (hall declare 
Thoie Horrors which perhaps you dare not hear. 
You cannot but believe j I know y6ur Heart; 
Look then to feel me.ftrike its' te%der'4l Fttrtt T 
T//US has told me - > ■■ i* ' ^ > ? / 

BERENICE. ' ^' >.. ...1 
* - • Wh^ ? feat no> Surpriz^. 
ANT lOCHUS. 
That he muft part for ever from your Eyes. 

BEl 
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. BM^ENIck ' 

We part! Can th^gs another Nature take ? 
Or Titus ever i?^r^iVffi)rfafce? , 

JNTjbC HUS. ' ' 

Perhaps 'tis llrange that I fhould tell you fo : 
But you ftiall find 111 do him Juftice too. 
Whatever in a Hearty both kind and great, 
I^ove with Defpair moft dreadful could create, 
I faw in his :*He weeps, laments, and ihore 
Than ever does . fair P^^«/V^ adore. 
But what avails it, that fuch Love he fhows ? 
A Queen fu^fted to Rame*s Empire grows. 
And Tituj cannot with her Laws difpenfe ; 
For therefore 'tis you muft be baniA'd hence. 
BERENICE. 
What do I hear, alas, Phanida ! 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Nay, to-morrow is your laft and utmoft Day: 
In bearing this the Cpurag^ well you'll prove 
Of that great haughty Soul, which fcorn'd niy Lpv<;. r 

BERENICE, /'.\ - 

Will Titus leave his Berenia forlorn ? 
He who fo many Oaths fo oft hath fwom. ! 
I*li not believ^t ; his Love and Faith'& more ixwg, . 
I'm fure he's guiltlefs, and you do hin^ Wrong ; , 
This is a Snare to difunite us laid ; ' , 
TituSf thou lov'ft me, doft not wiih me dead. 
No, Semi I'll fee him, and fecure all Fear, . 
Let's go. , . 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Too well you may behold him here. 
BERENICE. 
Too well you wiih it, tc perfnade it. No. 
In this youx^ bafe- degeneriue Soul you fhow ; 

When 
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When you no other Straug^m could find 
T'abafe my Heart, you would betiay your ^FricndK, 
^owe'er he prove, know I yourJS^t abkor. 
And from this Minute never fee me more. 
JNTIOCHUS. 

Oh Berenice f remorfeleA cruel Fair ! 
Bom only for my Torment and Defpalr. 
Was it for this fo fiaithfully I ferv'd? 
Is this the Reccmpen^ I have deierv*d? 
I, who for you did all Ambioon wave, 
Andleft a Kingdom to become your Slave! ^ 

CurfcdnroyJFate! S 

SB REN ICE. i. 

If t*tr my Heart you pris*4» 
You never had this Cruelty devis'd; 
Never to work my Torment been thus bold» 
And {o triumphantly the Story told. ;^ L 

Away, Piwmoia; no more ra hear him fpeak* ^ 

{Ex. Ber. andlfWru 
JNTIOCHUS. 

Now, my Ar/aces, would my Heart but break; 
But yet I hope in part Pve Freedom won^j^ // 

And what Love would not, by her ITate (he's dion^ 
The Pain I lately endor'd thou hal! beheld j 
I left her all enamoured, jealous, wild : \ , ,, 

But now performing dijs Ignoble part. 
Perhaps, Pll ever bai^ her rtiy Heart, ' .- 

She left me' cruelly, and let her go ; 
My Honour afidRepoie command it too : 
For ever to my Eyes a Stranger be. 
Till I have learnt to fcorn as wefl as ffie. ' lExeuni-, 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Effter B£RENicf /» difirdir. 

ME RE If ICE. , r 

I Of my Wrong too Wcllam fatisfy'd: - , 
To fee the perjur'd TVto/ twice I try'd; 
Twice for Admittance to lum begg'd in vain » 
Nor is Phanicia yet rcf^um^d again. 
P^iTff/aA has no Anfwer to briog back,. . 
Ingratcful Titus will not hear, her fpeak*: 
But hides hin?^felf, and fro« niy Fury flies j * 

.Nor will have Senfe, tho' ^^ri;;!r/V« dies. 

£jrtir P H i^ K I C I A^ 
Phamcioy wdl, my Ttttu haft thou feen ^ ' 
What f will hft come and make me live agaia ? 
F H^NJCJJ, 
Madam, the Emperor I akne did.fizid; 
And faw in his the Trouble of your Mind ; 
l^faw the Tears be woold have hid, run cIqwxk « ^ 
BBREiflCE, 
But was he not a(ham'd they fliQu'd beJhown? i ' 
Look'd he not as he thought his Love Diigrace? \ 
And was not all the Emperor in hie Face. ; ,1 / 

PHOENICIA. 
Doubt it not, Madam, he will loon be here : 
But wherefore will you this Diforder wear I 
Your rifled Drefs let m6 iii ordei^ place, 
And thefe diftieverd Locks that hide your Face. 

BERE- 
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BERENICE. 

Forbear fb<tnjxi(i^ letf t alL^oftp^ : > ^ : 
No, he fhatl fee the Triii^p^ he;4iias;won; 
How vain thcfe foolifh Ornaments mud prove. 
If neither Fait|iy nor Tears, nor M^aas can move! 

Enter Antiochus and Arsaces. 

Oh, my unruly Sorrows ! Oh, my Fears f 
Who's here? 

ANTIOCHUS. 
Arfaces^ Berenice in Tear^,', , 

BERENICE. 

Antiochus! Phanicia^ let's away ^ .. 
To let him fee my Torments ril not flay. [fijf« 

ANT lOCIfUS. 

Now whithqr** all my Refolution gone ? 
Arfaces^ who could fee't and be his, owiil 
I feid I'd never fee her Fa^ce again ; „ , , 
But come and find my Boailings all were vam ; 
Seeing her Sufferings, all her Scorn forge t> 
And loie at once my Vengeance and my Hate. 
Wretched Antiochus ! with how much Care 
And Labour my own Mifchiefs I prepare ! 
I^ow poorly all my Injuries have borne] . . 
Hopelefs, undone, and to myfelf a Scorn* 
Leave me alone unhappy as I am ; 
I would not have a Witnefs of my Shaihe. 

Enter T. Ves^asiaii attended. 

r. FESPASJjlIf.. 
rTwas cruel not to fee her: Qh my Heart! 
And now I go tofee her, but 19 pa^,P, i ^.,r\i ^ 
Rutilius fly, andfoQth th? QaejBn's Pofpaij^^^ 
And for our meeting Berenice prepare. 

AN^ 
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JNTIOCHVS. * 

What have you d(»»&, Sir? BettnitevfiiHl (Jiei 
I iaw her hence \Hrff tt^ dHHi^c^d fly.^ ' ^ 
*Tis only yoa her Fory can ftutcafc ; ' 

Whene'er you're naaf^d, 4he's iiufiandy at peace. 
Her Eyes ftill bent to your Apartment were. 
And ev'ry Moment feem'd to wHh you near. 

Anttocbusy aiTift me what to do ; 
Fm not prepar'd for the fild Intery'iew : 
I have not yet confalted \<rell my Hem, 
And doubt it is not ftrbng enough to part. 
Since firft I took pofleffion of the Throne, 
What is it for my Honour I have done ? 
My Love and Folly olily I've difdos'd. 
And nothing but iny Weaknefles expos'd." 
The Golden Dirys; where are they to be found. 
So much expedted when this Head was crown'd ? 
Whofe Tear^ have I dry'd up ? or in what Face 
Can I the Fruits of any good Aft trace ? 
Know I what Years Heav'n has for ine decreed \ 
And of thofe few, how few are to fucceed ? 
And yet how many have I fpent in wafte ! 
But now to Honour HI make greater hafte : 
Alas ! 'tis but one £^low, and all is paft. 

Enter B E a e ni c b preffiug from RuTiiri¥S and 
Paulinus. 

BEREN IQE. 
Let me alone, yoair -Councils all are weak ; 
See him I muft,' hft*s hei^e, and I will fpeak. \ 
Has 7V/ajthen forfdok me? is it true ? * , 

Muft we too part ? does he command it too. .] 

T.FES' 
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O ! flop the Dtkigc, which io Bercdj flows ; 
Tills is no time f allay each othefs Woes : 
Enough I feel my own ABiSdfms iinart^ 
And need not thofe de^ Teafs to damp my Heart. 
But if we nekher can oor Griefs coAimand, 
Yet with fuch Hoaoar iet^en be fuilain'd. 
As the whole World to hear it toM fhall fmart; 
For, dearefl ^^rf»^^^ weinliiftpart. 
And now I would not a Difpate maintain, 
Whether I lov*d, but whether I moft rdgn. 
BERENICE. 

Reign (Cruel) then, and fatisfy your Pride, 
And for your Cruelties be deify'd. 
I'll ne'er difpute it farther. I but ftay'd 
Till Tifusf who fo many Vo^vs had made 
Of fuch a Love as^ nothing could impair, . 
Should come himfelf and tell how falie th^ u^re. 
Now I believf't, enough I've heard you tell. 

And I am gone eternally farewel. 

Eternally— Ah, Sir, consider. no\y 

How harfh that Word is, and how dreadful too. 

Oonfider oh I the Miferies they bear, 

That are for ever robb'd of all that's dear; 

From this fad Moment never more to meet: 

Is it for Day to dawn, and Day to fet^ 

In which I muft not find my Hopes llill yefung, ' 

Nor yet once fee my Titits all Day long ? 

Heav'ns ! how I wildly rav e - ' to lofe my Pains 

On him ungrateful, that my Tears difdains ! 
Of all thofe Days of AWeace I ikedl count " 
With him, the Number will to nothing mount. 
T. y^ES FASrjN. 

Doubt it not, Madam, there will be no need 
To count the Days that ihall your Lofs fucceed : 
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I hope ere kmg thM ydn wHl hear from Fame, 
How very wretched and how jaft I am. 
My Heart bleeds now, i feel the Drops run down ; 
Nor can it be lopg dying when you*rc gone. , 
BERENICE. 
Ah why. Sir, muft we part, if this be true ? - 
My Claims to Marriage I'll no more renew. 
Will Rome accept of nothing but my Deatli ? 
Or why d'ye envy me the Air I breathe i 
T.rMSP ASIAN. 
Madam, you are too pow'rfid ev'ry way : 
Shall I with^and it ? no, for ever ftay. 
Then I from Blifs moil always be deWr'd, 
And on my Heart for ever keep a Q«iard<: 
With Fears thro* all my Courfe of Glory move, 
Left ere aware I lofe myfelf, and Love. 
Ev'n now my Heart is from my Bofom ilray'd. 
And all its Swellings on a fadden laid. 
Bent thus to you by all Love's fofteft Pow'rs, 
And only this remembers, that 'tis yours. 
BERENICE. 
O Titusy whilft this charming Tale you tell. 
D'ye fee the Romans ready to rebel? 

7; FES P AS I AN. 
How they will look on the Affront, who knows. 
If once they murmur and then fall to Blows ? 
Muft I in Battel juftify my Caufe ? 
Or if they fliould fubmit and fet their Laws, 
How muft I be expos'd another Day ! 
And for their PaticncJe too ho^ lirj^ly pay ? 
With Grievances and wild Demands ftill curft. 
Shall I dare plead the Law$ that break *em firft ? 
BERENICE. 
How much'you are an Emperor now I find, 
•Tis plain in your unftedtfy an^cious Mind. 

You 
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Yott weigh your People's Rights to your own Fears> 
Bat never value Btremce^s Tears* 

Not value 'em ! Why are^oa f6 unjttft ? 
Now, by the Honour of my Father's Duft, 
By Heav'n and all the Gods that govern there. 
If any thing to me be half fo dear,; 
May I be as a Slave, depos'd and ferve, ' i 

Or elfe forlorn in fi>mc wild Dcfart ilarve. 
Till I'm as wretched as my Ills deferve, j 

BERENICE. 

Laws you may change ; why will you for their fake 
Into your Breail eternal Sorrows cake? 
Rome has her Privileges ; have not you 
Your Interefts, your Rights as facred too ? 
Say, fpeak. 

T. F ESP AS UN, 
Alas ! hoNv do you rend my Breaft ! 
I know indeed I never can have Reil ; 
And yet the Laws of Rome I cannot change. 
Po, break my Heart and take your full Revenge. 
BERENICE. 

How weak a Guard does now yoor Honour keep! 
You are an Emperor, and yet you weep I 
T.FESPJSIJN. 

I grant it. I am fenfihle I do, 
I weep, alas ! I figh and tremble too. 
For when to Empire firft I did attain, 
Rome made me fwear I would her Rights maintain. 
I did, and muH perform what I then vow'd i 
Others before me to the Yoke have bow'd : 
And 'tis their Honour : yet in leaving you, 
All their auftereft Laws I (hall out -do : 
And an Example leave fo brave and greater' ^ 
As none fhall ever after imitate. 

BERE^ 
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To your Barbarity there's nothing hard ; . 

Go on, and Infamy be your Reward. 
liong fince ray Fears your Fallhood had difpIayM i ^ 
Nor would 1 at your Suit have longer ftay'd. , 

Would I the baie Indignities have borne 
Of a rude People, public Hate and Scorn ? 
No, to this Breach I would have fpurr'd you on. 
And I am pleas'd it is already done. 
No longer fhall the fear of me prevail ; 
Alas ! you muft not think to hear me rail, 
Or Heav'n invoke, its Vengeance to prepare ; 
No, for if Heav'n vouchfafe to hear my PrayV, 
I beg no Memory may there remain. 
Of cither your Injuftice, or my Pain, [Kneels. 

But the fad Berenice , before (he dies. 
Is fure to have Revenge, if you have Eyes. 
Nor, Titus, need I go to find it far. 
No further than that Heart, I have it there. 

[Pohifs to hts Breajf, 
Within yourfelf fhall rife your dreadfull'ft Foe ; 
My pail Integrities, my Torments now. 
Which you, ungrateful perjur'd Man, have bred. 
My Blood, which in your Palace I (hall fhed. 
Sufficient Terrors to your Soul (hall give. 
And 'tis to them that my Revenge Til leave. \Ex.furiouJly. 

P JUl INUS, 
Thus, Sir, at leaft the Conquefl you have won, 
The Queen you kt^s contented to be gone, 
r. FE S P JSIJN. 
Cufie on thy Roman Rudenefs, that can ft fee 
Such Tears unmov'd, and mock fuch Mifery f 
Oh ! I am loft, and 'tis in vain to drive; 
If Berenice ^^s, I cannot live. 
Vol. I. M ^^X 
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Fly and prevent tbiU Fate to whkh (he's gone. 
Bid her but live» tell her the WorldV her own. [Ex. I 
PAULINUS. 

Sir, if I might advife, you ihould not fend. 
Rather command her Women to attend i 
They better can her Melancholy cheer ; 
The woril is pad, and now 'tis mean to fear. 
I faw your melting l^ity when Ihe wept, 
And my rough Heart but very hardly fcap'd. 
Yet look a little farther, and you'll find 
That, fpite of all, your Fortune yet is kind. 
What Triumphs the whole World prepares, you'll (e 
And then hereafter think how great you'll be. 
r. VESPASIAN. 

Who for Barbarity would be ador'd ? 
I hate myfelf. Nero fo much abhorr'd. 
That bloody Tyrant, whom I blufh to name. 
Was never half fo cruel as I am. 
No, I'll purfue the Queen, fhe loves me fUll, 
Will pardon me when at her Feet I kneel : 
"Let's go, and let proud Rome fay what it will. 

PAUl^INUS. 
How^ Sir? 

r. VESPASIAN. 
By Heav'n I know not what I fay.: 
Excefs of Sorrow drives my Mind afb-ay. 
PAULINUS. 
O follow where your full Renown does lead. 
Your lail Adieus Report abroad has fpread. 
Rome that did mourn, does now new Triumphs fram 
The Temples fume with Offerings to your Name : 
The People wild in the Applaufe you've won. 
With Laurel Wreaths to crown your Statuea,run. 

t:ve 
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r. riBp ASIAN. 

By that their favagc Natures they betray ; 
?or fo wild Bealls roar o*er their hiarder*d Prey. 
W^ho would have Senfe thie Sweets of Pow'r to prize ? 
Since moft in danger, when we higheft fife: 
Por who by Greatnefs e'er did happy grow ? 
^one but the heavy Slave is truly {o^ 
Vhtf travels all hii» Life in one dull R62^^ 
Ind, drudging on, in quiet loves his Load ; 
eeking no farther than the Needs of Life, ^ 

Lnows what's his own, and (o exempt from Strife, l 
^nd cheriflies his homely careful Wife, J 

Jiye.% by the Clod, and diinks of nothing higher ; » 

rias all, becaufe he cannot much defire. 
^ad I been born fo low, I had been bleft : 
Df what I love, without control, poiTeil : 
Never had Honour or Ambition known, 
Nor ever to be Great had been undone. {ib^uU nvitbin. 
PAULINUS. 

The Tribunes, Sir, and Senate with thek State, 
Tth' Name of all the Empire for you wait ; 
They're foUow'd too by an impatient Throng, 
Who feem to murmur you delay fo long, 
I T. FESP ASIAN. 

\ Toil me no more, di(j>erie that clamorous Rout ; 
Tell 'em, they ihall no more have caufe to doubt : 
I'he Queen's Departure they'll to-morrow fee, 
Arud me as wretched as they'd have me be* 
Take this, Paulinus^ bear it to the Queen; 

?or (hould we meet, I muft relapTe again ; 

*ve bid her here eternally adieu : -j 
Jtay while flie reads it, and her Troubles view, L 

\iid bring me faithful Wont, as thou art true. 3 
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Hold ! Oh my Heart,! yet go it muft be done. 

For what's N^4*fy we ^cannot fliun. .' 

Would I ^dp^ycr knovyn vytiat *as to Iiye, 

Or a new Being t9 itnyfelf could giv^ ;' 

Some monllrotts and unheafd-pf Shape now find, ' ' 

As favage, and as barbarous^ my Mind, 

Antiochus ! 

Enter ANTiOcHw^«^ Attind€im$k.at^ hK%,AQiL^^/ 

.ANTjCiCtilfS. " ■' • '•■ ' " ^' 
My laA Adieu to pa^ ^ ' '' ;; "^ "-^ 

I come, and dare ir^ iJ^W^ no lofigief flay. *"^ 

My Griefs and my AfHitflions grow To high, ' 
If not by Abfence flacken^d I in lift die. ' 

T.ri^PAsTjNl ' /' 

What Rpafon have th^ Happy to repine ? 
Now Berenice iot ever will be thine. 
With all her Charms receive heftd thy Breaft, '^ 

And be of all I ever lov*d pofTeft. K 

. ANT roc Hi; S. ^ 

It is beneath yon, Sir', to mock my Pain : ^ 

I ever kneel to Berenice again \ ' ^ ' ^ 

No, fhoi^d I ftay to fee* /6u when yon part, 
Tho' I a^i^nre tW Sight vfc'buld'bbak Ay Hfeatt; ' ' 
Yet (he, as ftill my Prayers* have been. dfeny'd; ' S 

Tho' I but begged one Bleffihg ere' T dy^a, ' ij- 

Ev'n then with Scorn would throw ihe from her fide. J 
T.P't SPAS' IAN. 

Oh Heav'n ! (he's entring, from het Charms Iet*s fly : 
Meet, and prevent her—— ' [Ex.T: V<^fpa. 

^ ''$Mb(£nic)^ 

How h^ Mfttt away ! 
Ingrateful ! 'Dcareft peiJur*d^V/; Hay. ^ ^ [Knetls. 
• r Afflict 
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AlBiftions catch him, great as thole f b^. 
My Lord, at lall I have ref eiv'^d my Doom: 
'Tis ieal'd : But ere I part from yon ahc! RcMff 
I ask, and I your Pardon would receive, 
Can you the Wrongs which I liave done forgive? 
JNTIOCHUS. 
^l never any Injuries did find : 
No, BereMice hsis always been too kind. 
With one foft Word, how fuddenly Im loil. 
And have no Senfe of my Difgracei pail f 
But muft I then for eyer lofe you fo i 
I am no Roman, nor was e'er your Foe. 
No, rather here continuey and be Great, 
Whilft I lie ever hopelefi at yoar Feet. 
BERENICE. 

Shonid I ftay herci atid my Wrongt umely bear 
l^or him that ikans, aod flies me ev^ry where ? 
I have a nobler Mind, and yoo (hall fee . , 
J can difdain and (com at much as he : 
For tho' 'til trnci, I never can be years i 
Both Romi and him my Heart this Hoor abjures. 
JNTIQCHVS. 

To banifli him your Heart whilil yon prepare. 
What will you do with all the Love that's there I 
There's no one Mortal can de^rve it all, 
And fore .a little to iny Jh^c mi|;ht i^Il. ' • 
- BERENICE. 

Oh of tl^at killing Sabjed talk no more j 
J would have .lov*d you, if I cou*d before. 
Love for another ftruck nie with his t)art. 
And 'tis not in my power-tp /oriqe ^)^ Heart. 
4NT1C\QHUS: 

When firj(l jW;i}( ?^ffi?»\ J^as difdain d for him, 
NYomkcep me yei; alive >y^^l^, your Eilecm^^ 

M 5 
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Hold ! Oh my li€^nl yet go it mulk be done. 

For what's N^Qf <fify we cannot diun. ; 

Wou Id I had p^ver known \y nat ^tls to live. 

Or a new Being tp myfelf cbuli giv^ ; 

Some monftrotts and unKeard-pf Shape now find, ' 

As {avage» and as barbarous s^ my Mind. 

Antiocbus ! 

, t *'•■■,' ' " * i 

Enttr ANTi00H%7)9i J^Jdidtm^fki. af^ AK^AQfi ^i/ 

: ANT/ cic airs. " ' ^ ''" "!f 

My laA Adiea to pay ^' '• ' '^ ^; ' --'^ 

I come, and dare i^Kome no longef Hay. '"'} 

My Griefs and my AiHi^ftions grovvYo high, ' ' ' ^ 
If not by Abfencie flacken'd' I inuft die. ' ' 

r. r^spJs'TJN: " ' ' '-^ 

What Rpafon have tli^ tiappy to repine ? 
Now Berenice (or ever will be thine. 
With all her Charms receive' hier to thy Breail, '^ 

And be of all I ever lov'd pofTeft. ^ 

JNTIOCHt/S: [ 

It is beneath you. Sir, to mock my Pain : ' 

I ever kneel to Berenice again \ ' ^ ^ ^ *^ 

No, {hoHid I ftay to fee' you wh^n yon part, 
Tho' I agi jTure tW Sight v^rOuld^bbak ffiy Hfeait; • ^ 
Yet (he,asftill my Pray'rs' have 'beertdtny^d^ ' S 

Tho' I but begged one Bleffirig ei-V I %*«, ' • - . Jl 
Ev'n then with Scorn would throvir ihe from her fide. J 
T.f^$SPJSllJN. 

Oh Heav'n ! (he's entring, from het Charms' Iet*s fly : 
Meet, and prevent her ' [Ex.T: Vc^fpa. 

How h^ Kirftci away ! 
IngratefttI ! Dcarcft peijur'd ?7/«^; flay. ^ ' v [Kneils. 
• r Affile- 
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AiBiftions catch him, great as tliole f tear. 
. My Lord, at lail I have receiv'^d my Doom: 
*Tis ieal'd : But ere I part froni yon atidRcme^ 
I ask, and I your Pardon would receive, 
Can you the Wrongs which I liave done forgive? 
JNTIOCHUS. 

"l never any Injuries did find : 
No, Berefn'ce hsis always been too kind. 
With one foft Word, how fuddenly I'm loft. 
And have no Senfe of my Difgracoi pad I 
But muft I then for ever lofe you fo i 
I am no Roman, nor was e'er your Foe. 
No, rather here continue, and be Great, 
Whilft I lie ever hopelefs at your Feet. 
BERENICE. 

Shonid I ftay here, atid my Wrongt umely bear 
l^or him that (bans, aod flies me ev'ry where ? 
I have a nobler Mind, f^nd yoo (hall fee . , . 
I can difdain and (corn ai much as Jie : 
For tho' 'til truey I never can be yours ; 
Both Rom and him my Heart this Hour abjures, 
JNTIQCHVS. 

To baniih him yoqr Hcar^Avhilil yon prepare. 
What will you do with all the Love that's there I 
There's no one Mortal can defcrvc it all, 
And fure.a little to iny (h^re might fall. 
BERENICE. 

Oh of tl^at killing Sabjed talk no more j 
J would have lov'd you, if I cou*d before. 
Love for another ftruck me with his t)art, 
And 'tis not in my powertQ/onQc ^y Heart, 
4NTr^^(\CHUS. 

When firP )^PJ( P^flioi> jK'as dlrd'aih'd for him, 
^Yowkccp me yet, alive >yUl^. your Eftecm*^ 
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But now at lail his Breach of Faith you fee. 
And bear it nobly too : How can you be , 

T'yburfelf fo jiift, and yet fo hard to me ? 
BERENICE. 

What cruel Storms and fierce AfTaults you make, 
To batter down a Heart you cannot take, 
Till you have broke it. Will you not give o'er ? 
No, rather let me go, and hear no more. 
ANTJOCHVS. 

O (lay, fincc of the Vid'ry you're Tecure ; 
Pity the Pains end Anguiih I endure. 
In Wounds, which you and none but you can cure. 

[IGia 
Look back, whilft at your Feet myfelf I caft. 
And think the Sigh that's coming is my laft. 
My Heart its fad eternal Farewel takes ; 
Be but fo kind to iee ftie when it breaks. 
BERENICE, 

Rrie, rife, my Lord. The Emperor's retumM, 
Condud me hence, let me no more be icom'd* 

£niir T.Yp^Fa^ian. 

T. FE SPJSiJN. 
Now am I loft ! refblve on what I will. 
Spite of myfelf I wander this way ftill. 
Why would you, Berenice j my Prefence ifhun ? 
BERENICE. 
No! ril hear nothing, I've refolv'd on flight. 
And will be gone. Why come you in my fight ? 
Why come you thus t'exafperate my Defpair ? 
Are you not yet content? I know you are. 
T. FES PASIAN 
If ever yet my Heart was dear to yours^ > . 

By all OUT plighted vows, thofe fofteft Hours, 
In which for ever to be true I fwore, 
I beg that you'd afford me yet one more. 
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BERENICE. 
I till to-morrow had your Leave to ftay : 
But my Refolvcs are to be gone to-day; 
And 1 depart. 

T, FES PAS UN. 
No Journey muft you take. 
Would you poor Titus in his Griefs forfake? 

No! Stay 

BERENICE. 
I flay ! Ungrateful as you are; 
For what ! a People's rude Affronts to bear ; 
That with the Sound of my Misfortunes rend 
llie Clouds, and Shouts to Heav'n in Volleys fend ? 
Does not their cruel Joy yet reach your^Ears, 
Whilft I alone torment myfelf in Tears? 
By what Offence or Crime are they thus mov'd ! 
Alas ! what have I done, bat too much lov'd ? 
r. yESPJSlAN. 
D'you mind the Voice of an outragious Throng : 
I ever thought your Confbncy more ftrong : 
Never believ'd your Heart fo weak could be» 
Whofe powerful Charms had captivated me. 

BERENICE. 
All that I fee Diftradion does create : 
Thefe rich Apartments, and this pompous States 
Thefe Places where I fpcnt my happieft Hours, 
And plighted all my Vows, felfc Man, to yours ; ^ 
All, as mod vile Impoftors, I detell. 
How ibangely, 7//»/, might we have been blefl ! 
T. VESPAS IAN. 
This Art to torture Souls where^ did you learn? 
Or was it in your Nature with you born ? 
Oh Berenice I how you deibpoy me ! 

[Attentiants bring a Chair. 
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l^hat ibf your Craeltics applaud you fb. ^ 

Have you not HoWiir to your fii Delight? ! 

Have you ndtf pfbrtMs'd t^ forget iie qo{«e ? ^ 

What moie in ExpiatSoti can yoo do f 
Have you not ever fworn to hate roe too? 
T. FE SPJSIJN. 
Can you do* arry thing to make me hate i 
Or can I ever Seremci ^rg<ft f -^ • 
This hard Sufpicton wtis brijilftly urgM "'' 
'Gainrt a poor Heart, too rifioch before furchargM* 
Oh, Madam! inow mc belter, andrecal 
The Wrong, fmcc firft I tt your Feet did Ml : 
Count all iht £ngle Dii^s and Minstet paft. 
Wherein my Vows and my Defirei I preft, ' 
And at this time your greateft Conqueft knoW : 
For you were never fo bcloy Vi as now j 
Nor ever —" - ■ ' 

iEREIfJCF. 
Stitl your Love you'd have me own. 
Yet you yourfelf command me to be gone, 
Ij my Defpair fo charming to youf View ? * ' 

D'you think the Teats I fhed aire atf too fcW ? 
Of fuch a Hdart a Vain Return you make ; 
No, never call thofe dear Ideas back ; 
But fufTcr me in this Belief to reft. 
That fecretly long fince exil'd y<5uf Ffeaft: 
I only from a faithlefe Wretch depart. 
And one that never lays the tofr td^Herfrt^. ' 
If youhadlov'dinc^ Aishadrit^hecWfentr - 

,1licre you vc commanded mc fe^Bafniflliment, 

What 
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What wond'rousnLb^e you bear me this doth fhow: 
Read, read, Un^wfol>^csBd)r«ttd4er,iBC ^, r^u'i 

' You (hall miuffhl H^Wo^*^ t^^HB^d^^frPt*. . ; . ^ J i 
Nor will I ever to r){piiur^6ani9im6|^Si n , : j^,. ; 
Your cruel Reftiijit^44^{^r)^,,.,.;i n. , >i ~ ; >'-- 
To be reveng'd ^^nif y<^ c(efk to^dj^, 
Andthenof ^M4evf>i.f3f<<f|5^,^.Pa^^^^ ,^;^ ^^^.j 

Nought but the fad Remcm|M-^ii^c.will.l3Pm^i9.: .u.: i > 
jintiochus! be thou^fWitoefMiere [^er.j/^j,i'f .4 p^fl/>. 
Ofal^myMifery aiu^niy EfcrBair. - -i ^ .^ 

Defpair'f a Theme I poly underil^ud: ; . , 

You, if you i*iiJ, yquri Wi&es way ^omxnaiid. ; , 
Such Beauty rc^y (orjPoff^oa fee, . . / _y. 
And leave that ugly.jEIag^ Pefpair,^ to xne. . ^ ^. 

Behold thofeEyeSy how dull and darl^ (Hey gro^ I ^i 
Madam, when ai your Feet I fall thus low, {^Kneels. 

Vouchfafc my fad Affli^icMis to believe^ 
Alas I *ti8 all the Eafe Vp like to have. 
When firil the dreadfia'Minute l/^^held^ ,^^^^ . ; 

That by my J>uty,^i4 ^? l^^SiC^ynppird, . ' ^ 

I found, it iforc'd th^V^Qu ji^i^ hence d?part,t. . ^ 
Tho' nothing e'er can l^ani(Ji ypu ^y Heart, , ,1 
^Twas then my Soul hadfiril a|.^cnfe of Fears, 
Forefeeing your Reprp^w -a^ ypur Tears.. . r 

I thenexpe^ed, Madag}, iC^l U^ w^ight^ , i 

Of Woes thatt^sMHQi^w^eMig^tttnes li^C. . A 

But whatfoevef Fe;a^ q^>re&^4 mf Heart,^ \\ 

I find I but fgrq^v^r thei^ge^,|ya^„.. . ^ . ^ ,,iJ 
I thought my Virtue not fo apt to bow j 
And am afhamM 'ds thus entangled now* 
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BERENICE. 

Let xne alone, ^d vex my Soul no more; 
You of your Virtue talk'd enough before: 
Urge it not ftill to aggravate' my Shame. 
When crown'd with Conquell from the Wars you cam^ 
I know you brought me but torfiU your State ; 
For elie the Triumph had not been compleat. 
T. FES PJSIAN. 

Since you have then refolv'd, it (hall be (a; 
And judge by this if you're belov'd or no. 
No longer Torments on my Soul Ihall prey. 
Since I to Freedom fee fb brave a way : 
A Way by more than one great R^man Ibown, 
Who when their Miferies had preft *em down, 
Propt from- within, fhook off with Life the Weight. 

[Offers U fiiib himjelj* 
And thus fell nobly grapling with their Fate. 
BERENICE. 

Oh ftay ! to wrong me more what way d'ye take I 
Would Titus die for Berenice's fake ? 
I iee the Bldw you cruelly prepare 
To wound that Breail, where I, you (ay, have Utaxt^ 
To hurt what's mine would be unjufily done; 
No, rather ilrike this Heart that's all your own. 
r. VESPASIAN. 

Befl of thy Sex ! and deareft \ now I fee 
How poor is Empire when compar'd to thee. 
Hence, ye perplexing Cares that clog a Brain, 
Whilft ftruck with Ecftafy, I here fall down. 
Thus at your Feet a happy Profb-ate laid, \Kneeh. 

I'm much more bleft than if the World I fway'd. 
BERENICE, 

Now the blefl Venice enoegh has feen : 
I thought your Love had quite extingui/h'd been : 

' But 
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But 'twas jny Eiror; for yon ftfll are true. 
Your H^art is troubled, and your Ifears I view. 
Ev'n my worft SuiFerings much o*er-paid I fee,, 
Nor fliall the unhappy World be curft for me. 
Nodiing, fince firft 'twas yours, my Love would fhakc^ 
So abfolute a Conquell did you make : j 

liut now rii bring it to the utmoft Teft, 
And with one funeral Ad crown all the refl. 
T. FES PAS UN. 
Hah ! tell me, Berenice, what will yod do f 

BERE NICE, 
Far from your Sight and Rome for ever go : 
X have refolv'd on*t, and it (hall be fo. ' 

T. FES PAS UN 

Antiothus ! I 'm born to be undone, "> 

When I the greateft Conqueft thought t'have won, i- 
Ev'n in XDiy nobleft Race I am out-run. j 

fiut thou wert always gen'rous, always kind : "1 

Vour enlarg'd Kingdom (hall to her's be join'd. I 

And now how much you are my faithful Friend, J 

In being fo to her, you'll b^ft exprefs. 

»; ' ' * . {failing Oft his Neck. 

^ever foHake her in her (ad piflrefs. 
AVhere-e cr (he goes, for ever with her fee ; 
And Sometimes in my Abfence figh for (Ae. 
ANTIOCHU'S;: 

Arfiues ! on thy Bo(bm let me lie, 
^hilft I but take one lafl dear Look, and die. 
BERENICE. 

No, live, and by a generous Strife out-do 
TJs both, and of yourfelf be ConquVor too. . , 
Farewel. 

Let us all three a rare Example prove, , 
Of a 'mod tender tho' unhappy Love. ' 

Thus, 



Thus, Sir» ybi^- Pej^ and ^plrr I feftore ; . 

v'Sfce'* gdae^' and all I valttU loft : 
N0W9 Friendy let Rwu of her great Emp'ror boaflL 
Since they themfelves firft taught me Cruelty^ 
ril try how much a Tyrant I can be. 
Henceforth all Thoughts of Pity I'll difown^ 
And with my Arms the Uiviverfe o'er-run. 
Robb'd of my Love, thro* Ruins purchaie Fame^ 
And make the Wqirld as \vret9hed as 1 am. 

\Exeunt 
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A C T I. S C E N E L 

Enter Oct avian and^mj^T^ 

g^y|^j^|S IS Ji^happy- Nci^n^^ cxpedi my 

X r^ ^W^&^va^i^^^ you fay he is. 

& gj returii^(i>ali:|ady, . ^ ^ S 

Tis but too true. • - 

That he aniv'd this Morning ? 
SHIFT. 
This very Morning. 

OCTAFIAN, 
. And that he is come with a Refolution to marry me. 

SHIFT. 
Y€s> Sir^ to marrj.' you. 

OCTji- 
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OCT J FUN. 
I am rttin'd and undone ; pr'ythee adrife me. 

SHIFT. 
Adriie ytm ?. , 

OCT J FUN. 
Vfef, tdvifc m: Thou artas furly, as if thou realty 
couldft do me no good. Speak s Has Neoeffity taoght 
thee no Wit ? Haft thoa no Shift ? 
SHIFT. 
Lord, Sir» I am at prefent very bufy in contriving fomc 
Trick to (ave myfdf ; I am firft prudoit, and then good- 
natur'd. 

OCTAFIAN. 
' How will my Father rage and ftorm, wh^ he ud- 
terilands what Things have happen'd in his Abfence f I 
diead his Anger and R ep r o aches . 
SHIFT. 
Reproaches ! Wou'd I oouM be quit of him fo eaiily ; 
methinks I feel him already on my Shoulders. 
OCTAFIAN. 
Diftnheriting is the lead I can expeft. 

SHIFT. 
You fhould have thought of this before^ 'and not 
have fairn in love with I know not whom, one that yea 
met by chance in the />0a;^r-Coach : She is indeed a good 
fmug Lafs, but God knows what ihe is befides j perhaps . 
fome— — 

OCTAFIAN. 
Villain. 

SHIFT. 
I have done, Sir, I have done. 

OCTAFIAN. 
I have no Friend that can appeafe my Father's Ai^er, 
and now I ihdl be betray'd to Want and Mifery. 

SHIFT. 
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SHIFT. 
For my part I know but one Remedy in our Mit 
fortunes. 

OCTjriJN. . 
Pr'ythee, what is it? 

SHIFT. 
Ybu know that Rogoe and Arch-Cheat, Scapin. 

OCT AVIAN. 
Well : what of him ? 

SHIFT. 
There is not a more fubtle FeUow breathing ; To exist- 
iiing, he can cheat one newly cheated; 'tis fuch a 
wheedling Rogue, Pd undertake in two Honrs he (hall 
make your Father forgive you all ; nay, allow you Money 
for your neoefiary Debauches : I iaw him in three Days 
make an old cautious Lawyer turn Chymift and Pro^ 
jedor. 

OCT AVIAN. 
He is the ikteft Perfon in the Worid fdr my BafineTs ; 
the impudent Varlet can do any thing with the peevifh 
old Man. PPythee go look him out^ wtll £^t htm to 
work immediately. 

SHIFT. 
See where he comes Scapln, 

Enter S c a r i ^, 

e CAP IN. 
Worthy Sir ! 

SHIFT. 
I have, been giwing my Mafter a brief account of thy 
mod noble Qualities : I told him thou wert as valiant 
as a ridden Ctickold, ^Eicere as Whores, honeft as Pimps 
mWant. 

SCAPIN 



Alas, Sir, I Dot copy ^ou i^Ti^ you are biiyc^ jjj| 
feorn the Gibbets, Halters %4j3 ^rifons whicit' threaten 
yov, ,au<Lvaliaq4y vxoteha^ Utfik^i^ and Rx>bberies, , 

Oh ScaftH ! I am utterly ruin'd wit&oat tny Amftaifce. 

Why, what's the matter, £oo<i mi, Oaofuiatu 

My Father is tliis Day arrfv Six^h^er with' bid Mr.* ; 
Cripty with a Refolution to marry me. ' ' j 

VeryweH." ' ' ^' . ' ' ^ '• "^ ^ -''''■ • 

Thou knoweft f am already marry'd^ fitow WHf ifijf' 
Father rcfentmy Diibbedicnce ? I am for ever loft, uii- 
lefs thou cantl find fome means to reconcile me to him# 
SCAPIN, 
Does your Father, know of ycmr Mamage I 
OCT AVI AN. 
' I am afraid he is by this time acquainted with- it. .. 
SCAPJN. 
^No matter, no matter, all fhal( be well ; I am public- 
^irited: I love to help diflrefle^ young Gentlemen; . 
and thank Heaven I have had good SuccMS en6bghi ''* 
OCTAriA^, 
Befides, my prefent Want muft be confiderM; Tarn 
in Rebellion without any Money.. 

scAPiN.' \^ ;; . 

I have Tricks and Shifts^ too to get that : I cian'^cheat 
u>poQ. Qccafion ; buf CKfe/tirig is^ now. grown an ill 
Tiidc ; yet Heaven be tharik'd, 'there were' never 'more 
Cullies and Fpols; but the 'gf eat Rooks' and ^^^eats 
allow'd by public Autfiority ruin fuch litde Under-tnidefs- 
as lam. 
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OCT4^FIJN. 
Well, get thcc ftrait, about the Bufinefv Canll llpi 
difake no ufe of my Rpgue Here ? 
fcJPIN. 
Yes, I fhall want bis Affiflance ; the Knave has cun- 
ning, ao4 may be uieful^ 

SHIFT. 
Ay^ Sir; but like , other wii'e Men, lam not over- 
valiant: Pray leave me out of this Bufinefs : My Fears 
' will betray you ; you (hali execute^ I'll fit at home and 
advife. 

&CJPIN. 
I (land not in need of thy* Courage, but thy Impu- 
dence, and thou hait enough of tli^t; Come, come, 
thoo (halt along: What Mao* fland out for a Beating f 
that'i the wot&, can happen. 

SHIFT. 
Well, welL 

Enter C t a r a. 

OCT J FI AN. 
Here comes my deareft Clara. 

CLARA 
Ah .mc, Oaavian / I hear (ad Ncw» : They fiy, your 

Father is retum'd, 

OCTAFJJN. 
Ala* ! 'tis true, and I am the moft unfortunate Pcrfba 
in the World ; but 'tis not my own Mifery that I con- 
sider, but yours: tfow can you bear thofc Wants to 
which we miJl be both rcduc'd ? 

\^ CLARA. 

Love fliall tcacli me, that can make all things eaiy 
to us^/ w^hich is a. Sig^ it is the chiefeft 6ood : But I have 
other^ Cares. Will you be ever conftant ? Shall not yout 
Father's Severity conftrain you to be falfe ? 

OCTd- 
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OCTJFIJN. 
Never, my Dearcft, never. 

CLARJ, 

They that love much may be allow'd ibme Fears. 

SCJPJN. 
Come, come ; wc have now no tone to hear ycm 
fpeak fine tender things to one another : Pray do you pre- 
pare to encounter with your Father. 
CLARA. 
I tremble at the Thoughts of it. 

SCAPIN. 
You muft appear refolute at firft: Tell him yoa 
can live without troubling him ; threaten him to turn 
Soldier; or, what will frighten him worie, fay, youll 
torn Poet. Come, 1*11 warrant you, we bring him to 
Compoiition. 

OCTAFIAN. 
What would I give 'twere over ? ' , 

SCAPIN. 
Let us pradife a li(tle what you are to do. Suppofe 
me your Father, very grave, and very angry. 

OCT AFIAN. 

WelL 

SCAPIN. 

Do you look very carelefly, like a fmall Courtier upon 
his Country Acquaintance; a. little more farlily :— ^ 
Very well : Now I come full of to-f Fatherly Au- 
thority— - 

Oaavian^ thou makeft me weep to fee thee ; but alas 1 
they are not Tears of Joy, bat Tears of Sorrow. Did 
ever fo good a Father bieget ib leud a Son ? Nay, but for 
that I think thy Mother virtuous, I flteuld pronounce 
thou art not mine ; Ne^wgnte-Y^xt^^ Rogue, Villain, what 
a Trick hafl thou play'd me i» myAbfence ? Marry'd ? 
Yes : But to whom? Nay that thou knoweft not. I'll war- 

. rant 
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rant you fome Waiting- Woman corrupted in a civil 
Family, and reduc'd to one of the Play-houfcs, renov'd 
from thence by fome Keeping Coxcomb, or 
CLARA. 
Hold, Scapifty hold- 

SCAPIN. 
No Offence, Lady, I fpeak but another's Words. 
Thou abominable Raical, thou ihalt not have a Qioat, 
not a Oroat. Befides, I will break all thy Bones ten times 
over ; get thee out of my Houfe- ■ * Why, Sir, you 
reply not a Word, but ftand as baihfully as a Girl that 
is examin'd by a Baudy Judge about a Rape. 
OCT AVI AN. 
Look, yonder comes my Father. 

SCJPIN. 
Stay, Shift, and get you two gone : let me alone to 
manage the old Fellow. [gfc. Oa, MidCknu 

Enter T H R I F T y. 

THRIFTT. 
Was there ever fnch a rafii A^on ? 

SCAPIN. 
He has been informed of the Buiinefi, and ii now |b 
full of it that he vents it to himielf. . 
THRIFTT. 
I would ^n hear what they can iay for themfelves. 

SCAPIN. 
We are not unprovided. [At a Dijlance. 

THRIFTY. 
Will they be fo impudent to deny the Thing ? 

SCAPIN. 
We never intend it. 

THRIFTT. 
Or will they endeavour to excufe it ? 

SCA- 
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SCjfPIN/ 
That perhaps we may do. 

TURIFTr. 
But all (hall be in vain* 

SCAPIN. 
We'U try that. 

THRIFTr. 
I know how to lay that Rogue my Son fait. 

SCJPJN. 
That we mail prevent < 

THRTF TT. 
And for the Tatterdemallion S4^i/}f 1*11 ^rrafb biffl to 
Death 1 I will be three Yean a cudgellitig him. 
SHIFT. 
1 wondered he had ferf oc «ie to long. 

fHRIFTr. 
Oh, oh ! Yonder the Rafcal if, that bravt tvovrniorl 
he ttttor'd my Son finely. 

8CJFIN. 
Sir, I am oveijoy'd at your fiife Retsm. < 

THRIFTT. 

Good-morrow, Srf^/Vi— Indeed ypa have followed my 

Jnlbuaiont veryexadly, my Son ha$ behaved himiclf 

very pmdeatly in my Abfence, has he not, Rafcal, has 

he not. [Ttf^hift. 

SCJPIN. 
I hope yoo arc very well. 

THRIFTr 

Very well thou fay'll not a Word Varlct, thou 

fay'ft not a Word, 

SCJP IN. / 

Had you a good Voyage, Mr.^Mffy^ 

THRIFTT. . .- . 
Lord, Sir! a very good Voyage ; pray give a Rfian a. 
little) Ifjave to vent his Choler. 

SCA- 
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Would you be in Chbler,^ Sir. jrr' 

THRItTf. ^-•'T-^^-'''^^^' 
Ay, Sir, I Would be indYixA^. , « 

Pray with whom? '' ^ 

THRIFTr. ; 
With that confounded Roguie the^. 

'■'■ " " rsc jiPiN. ' "" ■■"••'' * 

Upon what Reafon ? . • ' 

T fj J> T p fh^^'\ iii^i Ti jv^ "uci i 

Upon what Reafon? tf aft thriu- Wl heard what hath 
hapfieh^d'lh iny Abfente?^ ' ' - ' - ^ 

SCAP IN.- ■ 

I heard a little idle Story. '^ 

A little idle Story, quolh-a f why Man, my Son's un« 
idd«; «rjr S<w V urtddhe: ' 

SCJPIN. ' "^ 

Come, come, Thinrgs ha^e not been well tarry 'd ; 
bat I would adVife you' to make ho more 6f it. 

rURIFtr. !" 

Ttti 'not of your Opinion, 111 make the whole Tdwn 

' IxMif Sir, I have ftorm'd about this Bufinefs as mtfch Aaf 
you can do for your Hear£^ but what are we both the 
better ? I told him, indeed, Mr. OSavian^ you do hot 
do well to wrong fo good a Pathei' : I preached him three 
or four times afleep, but all would not do; till at lai>, 
when I had well examined the Bufinefs, T found you had 
not fo much Wrong done you as you imagine. 
tlTRIFTr. 

. How, not Wrong don^ me, to have my Son marry'd 
withyat niy CohTent to a Beggar Y 
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SCJP IN. 
Alas, he was ordain'd to it. 

TMRi Frr. 

That's fine indeed; we fliall deal, cheat, murder, and 
§fi be hang'd, then iay'we were ordain'd to it. 

S CAP IN. 
Truly, I did not d)ink you fo fubtle a Philofoplief ; 
I mean, he was fatally engag'd in this AiTair. 
THRIFTY. 
Why did he engage himielf ? 

$CJ PIN. 
Very true indeed, very true;^^ but fy upon you now, 
would you have him as wile as yourielf ? Young Men will 
have their Follies, witnefs my Charge, Lagndir ; wht) 
has gone and thrown away himfelf at a ihanger rate than 
your Son. I would fain know if you were not once 
young yourielf; yes, I warrant yoo, suid had your 
Frailties. 

THRIFTr. 
Yes, but they never coft me any diing ; a Man may 
be as frail and as wicked as he pleaie, if it coft him no- 
thing, 

SCJPIN. 
Alas, he was fo in love with the young Wench, that 
if he had not had her, he mnft have certainly hang'd 
himfelf» 

SHIFT. 
Mdifl ! ^y» he had already done it, but that I came 
very feaibnably^ and cut the Rope. 
THRIFTr. 
Didil thou cut the Rope, Dog ? I'll murder thee for 
that ; thou fhouldft have let him hang. 
SCJPIN. 
Befides, her Kindred furpriz'd him with her, and forc'd 
him to marry her. 

THRIFTr. 
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THRIFTr. 
Then fhould he have prefendy gone, and protefted 
againil the Violence at a Notary's. 
SCJPIN. 
O Lord, Sir, he fcom'd that. 

THRIFTT. 
Then might I eafily have difanauU'd the Marriage. 

SCJPIN. . 
Disannul the Marriage ? 

THRIFTT. 
Yes. 

SCAPIN. 
You fhall not break the Marriage. 

THRIFTT. 
Shall not I break it ? 

SCAPIN. 
No. 

THRIFTT. 
What, (hall not I claim the Privilege of a Father, and 
have Satis^dlion for the Violence done to my Son ? 
SCAP IN. 
Tis a thing he will never conient to. 

THRIFTT. 
He will not confent to ! 

SCAPIN. 
No: Would you have him confefs he was heftor'd 
into any thing ? that is to dfeclare himfelf a Coward : 
Oh fy^ Sir, one that has the Honour of being your 
Son, can never do fuch a thing. 

THRIFTT. 
Pifli, talk not tome of Honour ; he fhaltdo it or be 
difmherited. 

SCAPIN. 
Who (hkir difxnherit him ? 

THRIFTT. 
That-willl, Sir. 

SCA' 
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SCJPIK 
VoirdifiahfHt fakn ! very good. 

THRIFTK 
How very good ? 

SCJPIN. 
You (hall not difinherk him. 

THRIFTr. 
Shall not I diiinheric him. 

SCJPIN, 
No. 

No! 

SCJPIN. 
No. 

THRIFTr. 
Sir, you arc very merry ; I fhall not diiinherlt my Son 

SCJPIN. 
No, I tell you. 

THRIFTr. 
Prty who (hall hinder me ? 

SCJPIN. 
Alas, Sir, your own felf. Sir ; your own felf. 

THRIFTr. 
I myfelf ? 

SCJPIN. 
Yes, Sir, for you can never have the Heart to do i 

THRIFTr. 
You fhall find I can. Sir. 

SCJPIN. 
Come, you deceive yourfelf ; Fatherly AfFeftion m 
(how itfelf, it mud, it mufl ; do not I know you were e' 
tender-hearted ? 

THRIFTr. 
You're miftaken, Sir ; you're miftaken :— Piih, w 
do I fpend my time in Tittle-tattle with this idle Fello' 

Hi 
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Hang-dog, go find out my Rake-Hell - ■ 
[to Shy},] whilft I go to my Brother Qri/e, tad iafiwDi 
him of my Misfortune. 

SCJPIN. 
In the mean time, if I can do yon any Service—^ 

THRIFTT. 
O ! I thank you, Sir, I thank you — [Exit Thrifty. 

SHIFT. 
I muft confefs, thou art a brave Fellow, and our 
Affairs begin to be in a better Pofture— but the Money, 
the Money— we are abominable poor, and my Mafter 
has the lean vigilant Duns that torment him more than an 
old Mother does a poor Gallant, when fhe follicits a 
Maintenance for her difcarded Daughter. 
SCAPIN. 
Your Money fliall be my next Care— let me fee, I 

want a Fellow to Canft thou not counterfeit a 

roaring Bully of Alfatia? — -Stalk — —look big very 

well. Follow me, I have Ways to difguife thy Voice and 
Countenance. 

SHIFT. 
?raj take a little Care ^d lay your Plot fo that I 
may not adl {he Bully always; I would not be beaten 
like a Bully. 

SCJPIN. 
We'll (hare the Danger, we'll (hare the Danger. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT IL SCENE L 

Enter Th r i p t y and Gki^e. 

GRIPE. 

SI R, what yoci tell mc concerning your Son, hatk 
ftrangcly fruftrated our De%ns. 
THRIFTr 
Sir, trouble not yourfelf about my Son ; I have 
undertaken to remove all Obdades, which is the BufmeTs 
J am fo vigorouily in purfuit of. 
GRIPE. 
In troth. Sir, Pll tell you what I fey to you: The 
Education of Children, sJiet the getting of 'em, ought to 
be the neareft Concern of a Father. And had you 
tQCor*d your Son with that Care and Duty incumbent on 
you, he never could fo flighty have forfeited his. 
THRIFTr. 
Sir, to retam you a Sentence for your Sentence : Thofe 
^that are fo. qijiick to cenfore and condemn the Conduct of 
•thersy ought £rft to take care that all be well at home. 
GRIPE. 
Why, Mr. Thrift have you heard any thing con*^ 
ceming my Son ? 

THRIFTr. 
It may be I have; and it may be woHe than of 
my own. 

GRIPE. 
What is't I pray ? my Son ? 

THRIFTr. 
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THRIFTr. 
Bv*n font own Scafin told it me and you may hear 
it from him or fomcbody elfe: For my part, lam your 
Friend, and would not willingly be the MefTenger of ill 
News to one that I think fo to me. Your Servant : I 
mufl baften to my Coundl, and advife what's to be done 
IB this Gaie. God be with ydu^till I fee you again. 

[Exit Thrifty. 

GRIPE. 

Worfe than his Son I For my part I cannot imagine 

how; for a Son to marry impudently without the Confent 

of his Father, is as great an CMedce as can be imagin'd^ 

I take it : But yonder he comes. 

Enttr L E A N D E R. 
LEJNDER. 
Oh my dear Father, ho\V joyful am I to fee you 
fafcly returnM! Welcome^ as the Bleffing which I am 
now craving will be. 

GRIPE. 
Not fo faft. Friend ^'mine; foft and /air goes far. 
Sir. You are my Son^ as I take it. 
LEJNDER. 
What d'ye n»can, Sir? ' 

GRI^. 
Stand ^y and let mt look i« thy Pace. ^ 

LEJND.£R. 
Howmuftlfland, Sir? 

GRIPE. 
Look upon me with both Eyes. 

LEJNDER. 
Well, Sir, I dd. 
^ GRIPE. 

What's the meaning of this Repiort t 

LEJNDER. 
Report, Sir? 

N« GRIPE. 
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GRIPE. ' 

Yes, Report, Sir? I fpeal? EngVJh^ as I uke it: What 
is*t that you have done in my Abfence ? 

LEJJ^DER. 
What Is't, Sir, which you would have had me done ? 

GRIPE. 
I do not ask you, what I would have had you done; 
but what have you done ? 

LEANDER. 
Who t. Sir ? why I have done nothing at all, not I, - 
Sir. 

GRIPE. 
Nothing at all ? 

LEANDER. 

No, Sir. ^ - 

GRIPE. 
you have no Innpudence to fpeak on. 

LEANDER. 
Sir, I have the Confidence that bccooie^ a Man and my 
(nnoceiice. 

GRIPE. 
Very wiell ; but Scapin, d'ye mark me, young Man, 
Scafin has told me fome Tales of your Behaviour* 

LEANDE R. 
Scaptn! • ' 

GRIP^X' 
Oh have I caught you? that Name makes ye blufli, 
does it? Tifi well you have ibine Grace left. 

LEAN^DER. . , 
Has he {aid any thing toncerninfe me ?/ ^ ' 

GR/J?£.^ 
That (hall be exapt^ind anon :' In the mean whj^c ^ot 
you home, "d'ye hear, and Hay till my Return ; bMt look,, 

to't. 
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to't, if thou haft done any thing to difhonour me, never 
think to come within my Doors, or fee my Face more; 
but expedl to be as miferable as thy Folly and Poverty can 
make thee. [Exit Gripe. 

LEANDER. 
Very line : I am in a hopeful Condition : This Rafcal 
has betray'd my Marriage^ and undone me : Now there 
is no way left but to turn Outlaw, and live by Rapine-; 
and to fet my Hand in, the firft thing (hall be to cut the 
Throat of that perfidious Pick-thank Dog that ha* 
ruin'd me. 

Enttr OcTAViAN Itnd So a pin. 

OCT J FUN. 
Dear Scafg% how infinitely am I obliged to thee for 
thy Care I 

LEJNDER. 
Yonder he com^s: I'm overjoy'd to iee you> good 
Mr. Dog! 

SCAPIN, 
' Sir, you moft humble Servant, you honour me too far.* 
LEANDER. 
You ad an ill Fool's Part ; but I fhall teach you. 

SCAPIN. 
Sir? 

OCTAriAN. 
Hold, Lender.. 

LEANDER. 
No, O^avian, TU make him confe(s the Treachery he 
has committed ; yes, Varlet, Dog, I know the Trick you 
have play'd me : you thought perhaps no body would 
have told me. But 111 make you confefs it, or ril run my 
Sword into your Guts. 

SCAPIN. 
Oh Sir, Sir, would you have the Heart to do fucH a 
thingi have 1 done you any Injurv, Sir ? 

N 3 ' LEAN^ 
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LJSJNDER. 
Yes, Rafcal, that you have, and I'll jnake you gwia i^ 
too, or m fwinge it out of yoqr sdffisAy tann*d tUc& 
Hiffe, [5<rtf// &>. 

SCAPIN. 
The Devil's in't. Lord, Sir, what d*y^ mean ? Nay, 
good Mr. Leander^ prsiy Mr. Leauderi 'Squire hmnitr 
As I hope to be fav'd— — 

OCT: AVIAN. 
Fr'y thee be quiet ; for ihaxne ; enough : \InttrfofHh. 

SCAPIN. 
Well, Sir, I confefs indeed that ■ ■ 

L SANDER. 
What! fpeak, Rogu^e. 

SCAPIN. 
About two Months ago you may remember, a Maid« 
icrvant dy'd in the Houfc u u - ■ ■ 

LEANDER. 
What of all that? 

SCAPIN, 
Nay, Sir, if I confefs, you mull not be angiy. 

LEANDER. 
Well, goon. 

SCAPIN 
•Twas fiid fhc dy*d for love of me. Sir: »ut let that 
pais. 

LEANDER. 
Death, you triffling Buffoon. 

SCAPIN. 
About a Week after her Death, I dreft up myfclf like 
her Ghoft, and went into Madam Lucia, your MiftreJ?s 
Chamber, where ftie lay half in, half out of Bed, witk 
her Woman by her, reading ^n ungodly Play-Book. 

/; EJN- 
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LEJNDER. ^ 

; And was it your.Impudeace did that ? 

SCAPIN. 

They both believe it was a Ghoft to this Hoar : Bat it 
was myfelf play'd the Goblin, to frighten her from th« 
fcurvy Cuftom of lying awake at thofe unfeafonable 
Hours, hearing filthy Plays, when (he had never &id her 
Prayers. 

LEJNDER. 

I (hall remember you for all in time and place : Bat 
.come to the point, and tell me what thou haft &id to 
my Father. 

SCAPIK. 
To your Father? I have not h much as leen him 
fince his Return, and if you'd ask lun he*ll tdl you ib 
himfelf. 

LEJNDER. 
Yes, he told me himfelf, and told me all that thouha& 
fiud to him. ^ 

SCJPIN. 
With yoar good Leave, Sir, then he ly*d ; I beg your 
Pardon, I nean he wis niftftkefl. 

Enter Sly. 

SLK 
Oh, Sir« I bring you the moSt unhappy Newt. ^ 

LEJNDER. 
What's the matter ? 

€Lr. 
Your Miftre% Sir, is yonder arreted In an A^ion of 
two hundred Pounds. They fay 'tis a Debt flie left unpaid 
at London^ in the halle of her Efeape hither to Denver; and 
if you dpnitimife^ltfoney Within thefe two Ffoors to dii^ 
charge her, (he^ be hntayM to Prifcm. 

N4 tEJN- 
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^LEJNDER. 
Within thcfe two Hour! ?^ ' 

., .-.. st^r ■ " ' 

Yes, Sir^ within thefc two tlrfars. 

LiEjfirbEn: 

Ah, my poor Scafin, I want thy Afliftance. 

[Scapin walh aiout^/urlilf. 
SCJPIN. 
Ah, my poor Scapin/ Now I'm your poor Scapin, now 
yottVe need of me. 
^ LEJNDER. 

No more : I pardon thee all that thoo ioA (Ione» and 
worfe if thou art guilty of It. 

SCJPIN. 
No» no^ never pardon me ; run your Sword in mj 
Guts» you'll do better to murder me, 
LEJNDER 
For Heav'ns iake, think no more upon that, l)ut fyidy 
nowtpafliftme. 

OCTJVIAN 
You muft do ibmething for him. 
SCJPIN. 
Yes, to have my Bones broken for my Paint. 

LEj^^DER. 
Would yoii leave me, Scafin, in this fevere£xtf«mityf 

SCJPIN. 
To put fuch an Affront upon me as you did* 

LEJNDER. 
I wrong'd thee, I confefs. 

SCJPIN. 
To ufe me like a Scoundrel, a Villain, a Raical, to 
|hreaten to run your Sword in my Guts. 
LEJNDER. 
I cry thy Mercy with all my Heart; and if thou wilt 
kave me throw myfelf at thy. Feet, Pll do't. 

OCTJ^ 
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OCT AVI AN. 
Faith, ScaptH, you muft, you cannot but yield. 

SCAPIN. 
Well then : But d'ye mark me. Sir, another time betk 
ter Words, and gentler Blows. 

LEANDER. 
Will you promife to mind my Buiinefs f 

SCAPIN. 
• As I fee convenient, care fhall be takent 

LEANDER. 
But the time yoa> know is fhoit. , 

SCAPIN. 
Pray, Sir, don^t be fo trooblerome : How much Money 
ifi't you want ? 

LEANDER. 
Two hundred Pounds. 

SCAPIN. 



And you? 
As much'? 



OCT AVI AN. 



SCAPIN. [ToLczndef. 

No more to be faid ; it fhall be done : For you the 
Contrivance is laid already; and for your Father, tho' he 
be covetous to the laii degree, yet, thanks be to Heav'n» 
he's but afhallow Perfon, his Parts are not extraordinary: 
Do not take it ill. Sir, for you have no Refemblance of 
him, but that y'are very like him. Begone; I fee O^a- 
/viax's Father coming, Pll begin with him. 

[Exeunt 0€t, and Leand-- 

' Enfer %H R i T T Y. 

Here he comet, mumbling and chewiiig the Cud/ to 
psovehimfelfackanB^aft^^ ^ • " 

Nj THRIFTT^ 
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THRIFTr. 
Oh, aodacioiis Boy, to commit fo infdent a Cnmc, 
and plunge himfelf in fuch a Mifchief ! 
SCAPJN. 
Sir, your humble Servant. 

THRIFTT. 
How do you, Scafin? 

SCAFIN. ' 
What| you are ruminating on your Son's mft A^ons I 

rHRIFTT. 
, Have I not Reafon to* be troubled ? 
SCJFIN. 
The Lift of Man is AiH of Troubles, that^s the truth 
on*t: But your Philofbpher is always prepar'd. i remem* 
^r an excellent Prorerb of the Ancients, Tery £t for your 
Cafe. 

TMRiFTr. 
What's that? 

SCJPIN. 
Pray, mmd it, ^twill do ye a world of good. 

THRIFTT, 
What is't, I afk you ? 

SCJPIN, 
Why, when the Mailer of a Family (hall be abfent airf 
confiderable time from his Home or Manfion, he ougkt 
rationally, gravely, wifely, apd philofophically, torevolve 
within his Mind aJl the cbncurrent Circuailances, th^ 
may, during the Interval, confpire to the Conjundiion of 
thofe Misfortunes and troublefom Accidents that may in- 
tervene upon the faid Abfence, and the Interruption of 
his OecoDomical Infpediion, into the RemiiTnefs, Negli- 
gencies. Frailties, and huge and periUous Errors, which 
his Subftitutes, Servants, or Truftees, «iay be capable 
q(^ or liable and obnoxious WtOi vAack may arife from 

the 



the imperfeftion and corruptnefs of ingeneratcd Natures^. 
or the taint and contagion of coFfupted Education, 
whereby the Fountain-head of Man's Difpofi don becomes 
muddy, and all the Streams of his Manners and Conver- 
iktion run confcquently defil'd and impure : Thefe thin|;s 
premis'd, and fdre-coHfidcr'd, arm the faid prudent Phi- 
lofophical Pater-Familiasy to find his Houfe laid walhr^ 
his Wife murder'd, his Daughters deflower'd, his Son* 
hanged : 

Cum multis alih qua nunc prefcrihere loilgum eft^ 
and to thank Heaven 'tis no wo? fe too. D'ye mark, Sir I 
THRIFTK 
S'death ! Is all this a Proverb? 

' SCAPIN. 
hyi and the beft Proverb, and the wifeft in the World. 
Good Sir, get it by Heart: 'Twill do ye the greatcft 
Good imaginable; and don*t trouble yourfelf : Til repeal 
it to you till yon have gotten it by Heart. 

THRIFTT. 
No, I thank you. Sir, I'll have none on't. 

SCJPIN. 
Pray do, you'll like it better next time; hear it once 
more, I fay— When the Mailer of a 

THRIFTr. 
Ilold, hold, I have better Thoughts of ray own; I'm 
going to my Lawyer; I'll null the Marriage. 

SCAPIN. ^ , 

Going to Law ! Are ye mad to venture yourfelf among 

Lawyers ? Do ye not fee every day how the Spunges fuck 

poor Clients,' and with a company of foolilh, nonfeniical 

Terms, and knavilh Tricks, undo the Nation ? No^ you 

' fhall take another way, 

THRIFTr. 
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THRIFTr. 
Yoii have Reaibn, if these were any oiher way^ 

SCJPIN. 
Cone, I have f^und one. Tlie tnstli isy I have a great 
CoinpaifioD for yoar Grief ; I oaimot^ wlies I iee tender 
Fathers afflidied for their Sons Mifcamages, but have 
Bowels for *emi 1 have much ado to tefeun weeping for 
you.. 

THRIFTn 
Truly my Cafe is lad, very iad» 

SCJFIN^ 
So it lis; Tfcars^ wiir burft out; I have a great Reaped 
fcr your Perfon^ ' [Counterfeiu <weettng. 

THRIFTT. 
Thank you with all my Heart;. in troth we fhould have 
ft Fellow^&eling.. 

SCJPIN. 

Ay, fo we (hould; I affure you there is not a Perfon 

m the World whom I refped more than the noble Mr.. 

thrifty. 

THRIFTn 
Thou art honeft, Scapzn, Ha'done, ha'done.. 

SCAPIN. 
Sir, your moft humble Servant.. 

THRIFTr. 
But what is your Way? 

SCAPIN. 
Why, in brief, I have been with the Brother of Ke*r 
whom your wicked Son has married. 
THRIFTr. 
What is he?" 

SCAPIN. 
A moft outrageous roaring Fellow, with a down, hang;- 
mg Look,, contraded Brow^ with- a fwell'd red Face en- 

fian^U 
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fttned with Brandy; onetiiat ird^rns, puffs, and looks> 
l>]g at ail Mankmd, rd&rs dnt Oathflf^ atid bellews out 
Curfes enough in a Day to ferVe a Garrifon a Week; 
bred up m Blood and Rapine y nM fo Slsngliter horn his 
Youth t^virardsf one that makes n» more Conicience^f 
killing a Man,, than crackitig of a Loufe; he has killed 
Sixteen, Poor for utking ike Wall of him. Five for look- 
kig too big upon him. Two he fhot pifiingagainft the 
W^l : In fhort, he is the moil dreadful of all the Race ef 
Bullies. 

THRIFTr 

Heaven! How do I tremble at the DeTcriptibn ? But 
what's this to my Btifincf*? 

SCAPlhf. 

Why, he (as moft Ballits are) is in want, and I liave 
brought him, by threatning him with all* the Couri(s x>f 
Law, all die Affiilance of your Fnends, and yonr great 
Purfe, (in which I ventured my Life ten times, for fO' 
often he drew and run at me) yet, I fay, at lad I have 
made Jiim hearken to a Compofition,. and to null the 
Marriage for a. Sum of Money. 

JHRIFTT. 
. Thanks^ dear Scapin; but what Sum ?* 
&CAPIN. ' 

Faith he was damnably unreafonable at firfk, and ''gadi 
I told him fo very roundly. 

THRIFTr: 
A Pox on him what did he afk ?- 

S CAP IN. 
Aik ? Hang him, why he alk'd Kve hundred Pounds. 

THRIFTT. ' 
'^Ouns and Heart, five hundred Pounds ! ^vt hundred- 
Devils take him and fry and frigaffeethe DogjMoes 

keuke me for a. Mad-man? > 

SCJPIN^ 
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SCAPIN. 
Why fi) I Aid; and after jouch Arguaeiit I hrosjgitt I 
hisi to thti : Damme, iays he, I am goiiig to the Annyi 
and I maft have two good Uories fi>r myielf, for fear oHe I 
Ihoold die; and thofe will ooft at leaft thmfcofc Guinets. 
THRIFTr. 
Hang him. Rogue ! why ihould he have two Horfe^ 
But I care not if I give thieefcore Guineas to be rid c|( 
this Affiur* 

SCAPIN. 
Then, fays he, my PiAds, Saddle, HoHe-CIoth, and 
all, will cofi twenty more. ^'^ 

THRIFTr. ' 
Why that's Fourfcore. 

SCAPIN. 
Well reckon'd : 'Faith this Arithmetic is a fine Art 
Then I muft have one for my Boy will cod twenty more. 
THRIFTr. 
Oh the Devil ! confounded Dog ! let him go and he 
damn'd. Til give him nothing. 

SCAPIN. 
Sir. 

THRIFTr. 
Not a Sous, damn'd Rafcal, let him turn Foot-Soldier 
and be hane'd. 

SCAPIN. 
He has a Man befides; would you have him go a- 

fdot? 

THRIFTr. 
Ay, and his Mailer too, TU have nothing to do with 
him. 

SCAPIN. 
Well, you are refolv'd to fpend twice as much at Doc- 
tors'Cmmpiu, yott arc; you will ftand out for fuch a Sum 
as this, do. , * ... 

THRIFT r. 
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TMRIFTT. 
Oh damnM dnconfcionable Rafcal ! well, if it moft be 
fo, let him have the other ti^^enty. 
SCAT IN. 
T^'wenty ! why it comes to forty. 

7HRIFTr. 
No, ni have nothing to do in it. Gh, a* covetoo^ 
Rogue 1 .1 wonder he is not afham'd to be fo covetous.' 

SCAPIN, 

Why thi& is nothing to tbc Charge ^t DoSiorj-^jm" 
mons\ and tho' her Brother has ijio Money, ihe*has i^ 
Uncle able to defend her. y « 

THRIFTY. 

eternal Rogve ! well I muft do't, the Devil's in him^ 
I think! 

1 SCAFIN. 

Then, fays he» I muft carry into Fiymce Money to bay 
i a Mule, to carry. 

THRIFTT. 
Let him go to the Devil with lus Mole, VVi sapg^ to 
the Judges. 

S CAP IN. 
Nay, good Sir, think a Ittde. 

THRIFTY 
No, I'll do nothing. 

S CAP IN. 
Sir, Sir, but one little Mule ? 

THRIFTY. 
No, not te much as an Afs ! 

SCAPIN. 
"<?onfider. 

THRIFTY, 

1 will not con£der, TU go to Law. 

SCAPIN, 
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SCAPIN. 
I am fure li you go to Law, you do not confi< 
Appeals, Degrees of Jurifdidion^ the intricate Pr 
lags, the Knaveries, the Craving of fo many ra 
Animals that will prey upon you, villainous Hj 
Promoters, Tipflaves, and the like; none of whi< 
will pufF away the clearcflr Right in the World 
Bribe. On the other fide, the Proftor fliall fid 
your Adverfary, and ftll your Cauie for ready 1^ 
Your Advocate fhall be gainM the fame way, an« 
not be found when your Caufe is to be heard. Ia 
Torment of all Torments. 

THRIFTT. 
ThatV true : Why, what does the damn'd Rogc 
reckon for his Mule ? 

SCAPIN. 
Why, for Horfes, Furniture, Mnle, and to pa; 
Scores that are due to his Landlady, he demand 
will have. Two hundred Pounds. 

THRIFTT. 
Come, come,, let's go to Law.^ 

[Thrifty *walks up and down in agrea^ 
SCAFIK 

Do but r^ffedi upon — 

THRIFTT. 
1*11 go to Law. 

SCAPINi. 
Do not plunge yourielf. 

THRIFTS 
To Law, I tell you. 

SCAPIN. 
Why, there's for Procuration, Prefentation, Co 
Produdtions« .Pio£lors, Attendance, ^d icri^ie^ 
Volumes of Interrogatories, Depoiitions, and Ai 



Tbe.CHZA.Ts of ScAPifj. 2^1 

Confultations and Pleadiqgs of Dodlors, for the Regifter, 

Subllitm^ Judgments, Signings — Expediuon-Fees, 

beiides the vaft Prcfents to them and their Wives. 
Hang't, the Fellow is out of Employment, give him the 
M^ey, give hini it, I fay. 

TURIFTK 
What, Two hundred Pounds f 

&CJP I.N. 
Ay> ay, why you'll gain One hundred and fifty l^ounds 
bj it, I have fumm'd it up; I fay, give it him, Tfaich do. 
THRIFTT. 
What, Two hundred Pounds I 

SCAPIH. 
Ays befi4es you ne^r think how they'll rail at you In 
Pleading, tell all your Fornicationa, BaftardingSy and 
Commatings in their Comrts. 

THRJFTT. 
I defy 'em; let 'cm tcU of my Whoring, 'tis tht 
Fafhion. - 

S CAP IN. 
Peace; here^s.die Brother. 

THRIFTn 
O Heav'n ! what ihall I do t 

Enter S h i f t. djfguifd like a Bully, 

SHIFT. 
Damme, where's thi& confounded Dog, this Father of 
Oaawan? Null the Marriage I By all the Honour of my 
Ancellors Til chine the Villain. 

THRiprr. 

Oh, oh r [Hides him/elf behind Scapin. 

SCJPIN. 

He carea not. Sir, he'U not give the two hundred 

Fxuuxds. 

• SHIFT, 



i 
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SHIFT. 
By Heav'ii» he (hall be Wonns»iiieat within thefe m 
Hours. 

SCJPIN. 
Sir, he has Coarage» he fears you not. 

THRIF^r. 
You lie, I have not Courage, I do fear him iiK>ita]l7. 

SHIFT. 
He ! he I he I Ounds he ! would all his Family were is 
him, I'd cut off Root and Branch : DiihoiKMir my ^er! 
This in his Guts : What Fellow's that ? ha ! 
SCAP IN. 
Not he» Sir. 

SHIFT. 
Nor none of his Friends f 

THRIFTr. 
Noy Sir : Hang hhn» J am his mortal Enemy. 

SHIFT. 
Art thou the Enemy of that Rafcal ? 

THUIFTT. 
Oh ! ay, hang him— Oh damned BoUyi {Jfik. 

SHIFT. 
Give me thy Hand, old fioy, the next Svn Aall not 
lee the impudent Rafcal alive. 

SCAPITT. 
He'll mufier up all his Relations againft you. 

THRIFTr. 
Do not provoke him, Scapin. 

SHIFT. 
Would they were all here: Hah! hah^ hah F 

. [He foyns injery waj^ wth kis Snvord. 
Here I had one thro' the Lungs, there another into the 
Heart : Ha f there another into the Gruts : Ah, Rogues \ 
there I was with you: Hah f— — hah ! 

, .\\,', SCAPIN. 
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SCJPIN. 
^Qld, Sir, we are none of your Enemies. 

SHIFT, 
No, but r will find tbc Villains out while my Blood 
^ up y I wiil de&roy the whole Family* Ha, ba,-i-^ah! 
% [ExitShik. 

THRJFrr. 
Here, Scapin, I have two hundred Guineas about me, 
take 'em. No more to be (aid. Let me never fee his 
Face again; take 'em, J fay : This is the Devil. 
SCJPIN. 
Will you not give 'em him yourfelf ? 

THRIFrr. 
No, no f I will never fee him moFe : I &all not rcco* 
ver this theie three Months. See the Bufinefs done. 
I tPttfl in thee, hontfft ^Sm/m / I OMid repefe fomewhere : 
I am mightily out of orde r ^ ■■■ A Plague on all Bailies 
1 fay. [Emi Thrifty. 

SCJPIN. 
So, there's one difpatchM ; ! muft now find cntGfift: 
He*s here ; how Heav'n brings 'em into my Nets one 
after another! 

J^ter G R x-p-8. 

SCJPIN, 
Oh Heav'n! unlook'd-fior Misfortune ; poor Mr. Gripe^ 
what wilt thou do ? [Walks about JiJhaUtkly. 

GRIPE. 
Wliat's that he iays of me ? 

SCJPIN. 
Is there nobody cap tdl me News of Mr. Griped 

GRIPE. 
Who's there? Scapinl 

^CJPTN. 
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SCAPIN. 
How I run up and down to find him to no purpo£^ 
Oh ! Sir, is there no way to hear of Mr. Grife? 
GRIPE.' 
Art thou blind ? 1 have been juft under thy Nofe tbki 
Hour. 

SCJPIN. 
Sir— . 

GRIPE. 
What's the matter? 

SCJPIN. 
Oh I Sir, you<^ Son ^ 

GRIPE. m 

Ha, my Son— . ^ 

SCAPIN. 
Ii fallen inlo the finmgeft Miifbrtone in the World. 

GRIPE. 
Whatia't? 

SCAPIN. 

I met him awhile ago, diforder'd for fomething you , ^ 
had faid to him, wherein you very idly made ufe of my : j 
Name. And feeking to divert his Melancholy, we went 
to walk upon the Pier : Amongfl other things, he took 
particular notice of a new Caper in her full Trim : The 
Captain invited us aboard, and gave us the handibmeft 
Collation I ever met with. 

GRIPE. 

Well, and whereas the Difafter of all this ? 

SCAPIN. 
While we were eating, he put to Seas and when we 
were a good diilance from the Shore, he difcovePd him- 
felf to be an Englijh Renegade that was entertained in 
the Dutch Service, and fent me off in his Long-boat 
to tell you. That if you don^t forthwith fend him two 

hundred 
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r^dred Pounds, he'll carry away your Son Prifoncr:, 
i.y, for ought I know, he may carry him a Slave to 
r-Jers, 

GRIPE. 
EI0W9 in the Devil's Name? Two hundred Pounds! 

SCJPJN. 
Vesy Sir ; and more thaii that, he has allow'd me but 
o Hours time ; you mull advife quickly what courfe to 
ce to iave an only Son. 

GRIPE, 
"What a Devil had he to do a Shipboard ? ■ Run 

laickly, Scafitiy SLud tell the Villain, I'll fend my 
>xd Ghief-Juftice's Warrant after him. 

SCJPIN. 
O law! his Warrant in the open Sea: d'ye think Pirates . ^ 
^ Fools ? 

GRIPE, 
I'th' Devil's Name, what Builnefs had he a Shipboard? 

SCJPIN. 
There is an unlucky Fate that often hurries Men to 
ifchief. Sir. 

GRIPE. ^ 

Scapiity thou muft now a£l the Part of a faithful Scr- 
ftnt? 

SCJPIN. 
As how. Sir ? 

GRIPE. 
Thou muft go bid the Pirate fend me my Son, and flay 
i a Pledge in his room, till I can raife the Money. . 
SO JP IN. ^ 
Ala-v Sir, Uiink you the Captain has fo little Wit as . 
i accept of fttcfa a poor *fafck!ly Fellow as I am inllead 
f your So^? t* . ' ' 

/ GRIPE. ^ ^- /^ ''' 
What ^ Devil dki he do a Shipboard ? 

SO J" 
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SCJPIN. 
D'ye remember, Sir, that you hflhre bot twa H 
time? 

GRIPE^ 
Tlio» iky'ft be demands i 

SCJPIN. 
fw» hundred Pounds^ 

GRIPE. 
Two hundred Pounds ! Has the Fellow no Gonfiaei 

SCJPIN. 
O Uwt the Conlcience of a Pirate ! why very 
lawful Captiins have any. 

GRIPE. 
Has he no Reafon neither? Does he know what 
Stmt Two hundred Pound is ? 

SCJPIN. 
Yes, Sir, Tarpawlins are a fort of People that 
dfcrftand Money, tho^ they have no great Acquainta 
wkh Senfe. But for Heav ns {ake difpatch. 
GRIPE. 
Here take the Key of my Compting-Houfc. 
SCJPIN. 

. And open it. 

Very good. 

CRIPE. 
In th6 Left-hand Window lies the Key of my Garr 
go take all the Clothes that are in (;1ie great Cheft, and 
'cm to the Brokers to redeem my Son. 
SCJPIN. 
Sir, y'are mad ; I fhan't get fifty Shillings for aU thi 
diere, and you know how I am ftraitoed for time. 

GRIP 



GRIPE. 
SCJPIN. 
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GRIPE. 
What a Devil did he do a Shipboard ? 

SCAPIN. 
Let Shipboard alone> and confider. Sir, your Son. 
at Heaven is my Witnefi, 1 ha' Ane for him as much 
i was poflible, and if he be not redeem'd^ he may thank 
18 Father*s Kindnefs. 

GRIPE. 
Well, Sir^ Til go fee if I can raife the Money. War 
not Ninefcore Pounds you fpoke of? 

Scapin. 

No, Two hundred Pounds. 

GRIPE. 
What, Two hundred Pounds Dutch^ lia ? 

SCAPIN. 
No, Sir, I mean Englip Money, Two hundred Pounds 
ttrling. 

gripe: 

Fth' Devil's Name, what Buiinefs had he a Shipboard ? 
'Onfounded Shipboard] 

SCAPIN. 
This Shipboard fticks in hii Stomach. 

GRIPE. 
Hold, Scapin^ I rensember I receiv'd the very Sum 
xfi now in Gold, but did not think I ihouid have parted 
^Ith it fb foon. 

[He prefints Scapin bis Phr/e^ but' nvsIJ^at lei it g9 ; 
and in bis Traf^pjottments, pulls bis Afm to and 
frOf nobi^ SoLfiti reaebes at iti 

SCAPIN. 
Ay, Sir. 

GICIPE. 
But tell the Captaitf, he is a Son of a Whore; 

I SCA- 
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Yc8, Sir. 

GRIPE. 
ADogboIt. 

3CJPIN. 
I fhalU Sir. 

GRIPE. 
A Thief» a Robbn-, and tbat ho forces me to pay him 
Two hundred Pounds contrary to all Law or Equity. 
SCJP IN. 
Nay, let me alone with him. 

GRIPE. 
That I will never forgive him, dead or alive. 

SCJPIN. ^ 
Very good. 

GRIPE. 
And that if ever I light on him> I'll murder him pri- 
vately, and feed Dogs with him. 

\He puts up bis Purfe^ and iS' going aiaaj* 
SCAPIN. 
Right, Sir. 

GRIPE. 
Now make hafle, and go redeem my Son. 

SCAPIN. 
Ay, but d'ye hear. Sir ? Where's the Money ? 

GRIPE. 
Did I not give it thee ? 

SCAPIN. 
Indeed, Sir^ you made me believe you would, but 
you forgot, and put it up in your Pocket again. 
GRIPE. 

H a my Griefs and Fears for my Son make me do 

I know not what. 

SCAPIN. 
Ay^ Sir, I fee it does indeed. 

GRIPL 
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GRIPE. 
What a Devil did he do a Shipboird /■■ " Damn'd 
Pirate> damn'd Renegade» aU the Devils in Hell purfue 
*ec. [£xk. 

SCAPIH. 
How eaiily a Mifer iWallows a Load, and how diffi* 
tultly he difgorgcs a Grain ? But I'll ttot leave him fo j 
he's like to pay ia either Coia, for. telliiig Tales of me 
to hia Son. 

Enter Octavian ^ind L £ A k E It. 

'SCAPIN. 

AVell, Sir, I have fucceeded in your Boiinefs, there's 

Two hundred Pounds which I have (queez*d out of yonf 

Father, [T4t Oaavlan% 

OCT J FUN. 

Triumphant Scapin, 

SCJPIN. 
But for you I can do nQthing— 4^— [7« Leander* 

LEJfNDER. 
Then may I go hang myfelf. Friends both, Adieu. 

scAP in. 

D'ye hear, d'ye bear, the Devil has no fuch Neceffity 
for you yet, that you need ride Poft« With much ado 
I've got your Bufinefs done too. 

LEANDER. 
Is't poffible f 

SCAPIN. 
But on condition that you permit rae to rereage my^ 
felf on your Father for the Trick he has ferv*-d me. 
LEANDER. 
With dl my Heart, at thy own Di{cxetion> good ho- 
ned Scapin. 

Vol. I. O SCA' 



Z^ fir Gh I ATS of SCAPII*. 

S.CJFIN. 
Hold yowp Hiand, dmi^ Two huiKbed Pbunds 

My Thanks are too many to pay now: Farev( 
Son o£ Mercury, and be- pfoiperMSk 
SCJPIN. 

Graoimy* FopiU Hence we g^th^, 
'Give. Soft the M^y^^ hz^ op Faiber^ [ 



i|jx«^ 




Tifv Cheats cf Sx A ptN. tgt 



A C T m. S C E N E I. 

^usr Lu CIA imd Clara. 

WAS cvcrfudi aTrickplayM, for us to ran away 
from our GoverneiTesy where our careful Fathers 
had placed us» to follow a Couple of youBg Gentlemctty 
only becaufe they faid they lov'd us ? I think it was a 
vcryKioble Eaiterfiista! In^ afri^d the good Fortune 
we fliall £3Bt by it, wj|ll hardly recompenie the Reputation 
wt have loft by it. 

CLARA. 
Oxa greateft Satisfeftion is, that they are Men of 
Fafhion and Credit, and for ray part I long ago refolv*d 
not to marry any other» nor fuch a one neither, till I had 
ft perfe6l Confiraiatton of his Love ; and it was^an ASvt- 
nittce^of Oa^tdan's that bro«tght ale hithef. 
LUCIA. 
I muft confefs, I had no le& a^Sen& of the Fait^ and 
Honour of Leander* 

CLARA. 

But feems it not wonderflil, that the Circumftances of 

our Fortune Ihould be fo nearly all/d, and ourfelves 

fo much Strangers? Beiides, if I miftake not» I f^ 

fomethiog in Leander^ fo much refembling a Brother of 

O ■'% mine 
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mine of the iame Name» that did not the time 
(kw him make me fearful> I ihould be often apt 

LUC J J. 
J have a Brother too, whofe Name's OSiaviai 
in Italy^ and juA as my Father took his Voya 
turn'd home; not kncfving where to find me, i 
is the Reafon I have not feen him yet. But if I < 
not myfelf, there is fomethihg in your O^awiau t 
tremely nefrefhds my Memory of him. 

; QL.ARA. 
I wifli we might be io happy as we are incl 
hope; bnt there's a fbange blind fide in our N 
^ which always makes us apt to betteve, what w* 
tameftly defire. 

LUCIA. 

The worft at laft, is but to be forfaken by oi* F: 
Akid'foi' my' part,- 1 had rather lofe an old F^thi 
a youngXover, when I may with Reputation kee 
and iecure myfelf againft the Impofition of f 
Anthority. 

^ CLARA. 

How unfufierable it is to be facrific'd to the Ai 
a naufeous Blockhead, that has no other Settle t 
eat ai^d drink when it is provided for him, rife 
Morning, and go to Bed at Night, and with miK 
be perfuaded to k^ep himfelf dean ! 
LJ/C lA. . 

A thipg pif mere Fl^h and fifeod, and that 
worft fert too, yvkh a fqttintihg fncager. hanjgrdog 
tenance, that looks^ as if he always wante^: Sh^ 
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CLJRA 
Vet fuch their filly Parents are generally mod indal- 
gent to, like Apes, never Co well pleas'd, as when they're 
fifxidhng with their ugly tfTue. 

LUCIJ. 
Twenty to one, but to fome fuch charming Creatures 
; our c^gful Fathers had deiign*d us, 
CLJRJ. 
Parents think they do^ their Daughters the^ greatcft 
Kindne(^ in the World, when they get them Fools for 
their Husbands, and yet arc very apt to take it ill if 
they make the right uie of them. 

LUCIJ. 
I'd no mbre be bound to fpend my Days in Marriage 
to a Fool, becauie I might rule him, than I >vould al* 
ways ride an Afs, bedaufe the Creature was gentle. 
* CUR J. . : 

See> htrt's Scaft/tf as full of Defigna and AfTairs, as 
a callow Suteilnan at a Treaty of Peace. 

Enter S c a p i n. ' 

SajPFN. 
Ladies! . . 

CLARA, 
Ohy Sctipin! What's the Reafon you have been futh 
a Stranger of late ? 

SCAFIN/ 
Falthi Ladles, Bafinefs, Bafmefs has taken up my 
time; and truly I love an a^ve Life, love my Bufinef^ 
extremely, w 

LUCIA, 
Methinks thc^, this fhould be a difficult place for a 
Man of your Excellencies to find Employment in. 

03 $C:3tPIN. 
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SCAPIN. 

* Whyfeith, Madim, Pm never Hiy to iky Friends: 
My Bttfinefs is, in fiicrt, like that 4>f «tt other Mea ef 
Bufinefs, diligently contriving tiotv to play the Knave and 
cheat to get an honeft Livelihood. 
CLARA. 
Certainly Men of Wit and Parts need never fee 
driven to indirect Courfes. 

SCAPIN. 
Oh, Madam ! Wit and Honefty, like Oil and Vine- 
gar, with much ado mingled together, give a Reliih to 
a good Fortune, and pafs weH enough for Sauce, but are 
very thin Fare of thexnielves. No, give me your Knave, 
your thorough-pacM Knave ; hang his Wit, fo he i>c but 
Rogue enough. 

LUC J A. 
You're grown very muth out of humour with Wi^ 
Scafin} I tope yoyrs has done you no prejudice of 'hue» 

SCAPIN. 
No, Madam, ypur >{e9 of Wit ^re good for nothing, 
dull, lazy, refUve Snails; *tis your undertaking, kopu- 
den^ puihing Fool, th^t^comipswids his Fortune. 

CLARA. ! 

You are very plain 'sguid open -in this Proceeding, \^t< 

SCAPIN. 
Dame Fortune, li|ce moft oth^ers of the Female Sex, 
(I fpeak ^ d>i$*with rpfpcft to ypur JUdyftip) h genc- 
nJJy nvoft Mplg^^it tg ^fee nmhk itiettW Bliicljheacis ; 
Men of Wit are not for her turn, ever too tbo^gil^ful 
when they (hould be aftive:;Why, who believes^ ai^r 
iVfcin of Wit t<i have fo much as Coumge^ No, Ladies, 
if youVe any Friends that hope to raife thei?iftivei, $d- 

vife 
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vi(e them to be as much Fools as they can, and they'll 
ne*er want Patrons :• ifi^A -fo* ficNie^y, if your Lady^ 
Ihip think fit to retire a little further, you ihall fee mc 
perifonn tq^ft a GentleA9<tt drat's ctrnifnjg; 1^^^^ - . 

Pr'ythee, Lucia^ let UB reiCreat a little, and uke 4jii8 
Opportunity of fome Div^tifem^t ; which has been very 
fc^rcc here hitherto. 

Enter €« H' t "ntith a SarL 

0h, Shift f 

'StilfT. 
Speak not too loud, my M&ftet'« icomfeg. 

SGj^P/N. 
1 am glad on't, I fhall teach him to betfay (he Se- 
crets of his Friend. If any Matt puts a Trick upon me 
tiMiout rctaa, may 1 1^ this Nbie with ^t Poy^ wkh- 
0ut the Pkafore bf ge«tilig k, : .>. 

SHIFT. 
• I 'yvottfikr ait tfay Vidoiiry tho«i art coiytinually venturing 
that: Body of tbine, t&the ltocli^i% of Bfiiife» end vh*- 
deoeat Baftsaftdoes. 

SCAPJN. 
r Pifieuldes in Adventatics make th«m {^ea&tft when 
aecomplifh'd. 

SHIFT. 
' But your Adventures, how oamkal iberer in the 
Beginning, are fure^tq be tragical in the End. 

■ Tis no matjber. , I hate your pufiUasimot^ Spifit : 
(levenge and Letcbery arc pey?cr (6 picaiant as when yoii 
venture hard for them ; begone : Here comes my Man. 
O 4 Enitr 



"1 

Em/ir G R 1 p £• F 

Oh, Sir, Sir, (hift for yoaiielg <qaick1y Sir^ quickly Sir, I 
for kcavVs fake. I 

What's the matter, Man ? 

S CAP IN. 
Heav*n ! is this a time to ask <Jaeftions ? Will you be 
jnorderM inilantly? lam af)kid you'll be kiU*d within 
thefc two Minutes. 

GllIPE. 
Mercy on me ! kill'd f for what ? 

SCAPfN.^ 
They arc every where looking butibr yon. 

GRIFJL 
Who? Who? 

SCAPIJ^. 
The Brother of her whom your Son has marry 'd j he's 
a Captain of a Privateer, who has all farts of Rogues* 
£ngiijb, Scoich, Wtljb, Irifi, French, under his Com- 
mand, and all lying in wait now, or fearching Sot you, (o 
kill you, becaufe you would null the Marriage: They 
run up and down, crying, where is the Rogue GripiP 
Where is the Dog? where is the Slave Gript f they watch 
iR>r you fo narrowly, that theres no getting hooie to 
your Hoafe. ... 

GRfPB. 
Oh, Sci^im ! What ihall I do ? what will become of 
me? 

SCAPIN. 
Nay, Heav'n knows ; but if you come within their 
Reach, they'll De Wit you, they'll tear you in pieces • 
hark. 

GRIPE. 



Oh Lord! 

. $C4PfH, 
Hum, 'tis none of them. 

GRIPE. 
CsLn& thou find no way for my Elcape, dear Scs^in f 

SCJPJN. 
I think I have found one. 

GRIPE, 
Good Scafiitf fhew thyfelf a Man now. . \ 

SCJPIN, 
I ihall venture being moil immoderately beaten. 

GRIPE. 
Dear Scaptm, do ; I will reward thee bountcoufly : HI 
give thee this Suit when I have worn it eight or nine 
Months longer. 

SCJPIN. 
Liften ? who are ihefe ? 

GRIPE. 
<5od forgive me. Lord have mercy upon us. 

SCJPIN, 
No, there's no body; look, if you'll fave your Lift 
go into this Sack prefently. 

GRIPE. 
Oh ! whb^ there ? 

SCJPIN. . 

No body : Get into the Sack, and ftir not, whatever 
happens ; 1*11 carry you as a Bundle of Goods thro^ all 
your Enemies to the Major's Houfe of the Caftle. 

GRIPE. 
An admirable Invention, Oh Lord ! quick. 

' [Gets into the Sad. 

^ ■" • ■ ' - ' ^SCJPIN. -^'^ ■■.'*'■ •- •■ • 

Yet, 'tis an excellent Invention, if you knew ad, keep 
in your Head. Oh, here's a Rogue coming to look for you. 

O 5 SCAP IN 
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S c A P I N c9wU9rf$its a Welfhrnan* 

How (hould I know \ what would you have with him) 
lie dofc. ' [Afidi to Qv^ 

HoHii 'with btMy iMkyu ! hitr has m creai Pus'nefs, i 
Itir tvulJ ha^e Satisf anions and Reparations^ hokyomj 
Cf edits and Honours^ iy St, Tavjr he Jhall not fut th 
Injuries and Affronts upon vrf CaptaistSy look you nonjc^ Sif»\ 

He affront the Captain, he meddles with no Man. 

Tou iytf Sir, look you f and bur *wi II give you Beaiingt 
and Cbafii/imentsfor your ContradiSionst loben bur f§^elfi 
Flood* s upf look you J and bur twill cudgel -your Backs and 
your Nottl^sfor it ; take you tbat^ pray you np<w, 

t^ats die Sacki. 

Hold, holdy will you oiurdn mej I know npt wfaei^e 
he isj not I. 

Hur twill teacbfauiicy Jofki bow tb^ prof 90k bur Wtife 
Floods and bur CbolUrs : and for the old flogue^ bur <wi^ 
have bis Guits and bis Flood, look you. Sir, or bur nviH 
ue*ver wear Leek upon St, TsLVy^s Day morf, lpo\yot^. 

Oh I He has maol'd mc, a daonM IVelJh R^:al. 

GRIFS. 
Vou } The Bk)ws i^Il upon my ShpuUers. Qh ! Ph I 

SCAFIN. 
Twas only the end of the Stick fell on you, the main 
iubftantial parlof the Cud^jpl Ugh^ied pn v^. 
GRIPE. 
[ Why did yon not 9^^ faithe^ pff I 

1 &CJFJK. 

. ?eace-B--^r^He»'5 wothfT ?L^\if • 
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Im a hxnaSkjTt Dialed, 

T^ofW FtOie^ m*tb^ Ssci thtrt^ itrm jma kaaim nxAtm 
tlPaiwd RafcaU Gria^ is / 

Not I ; bat hoe is bo RafezL 

Ymw Lam^ jma Dmgt^ yoRo kmom matd enuh 'vchiar 
h€ is, am jmnjodm tak 0mitb^ bt is mfm Rafcmts ms am^ 
is in aw the TarMl Ps tJlsLthmhfr Lmdf. 
< Not J> Sir. I kMMT oothcr. Sir, aoc L 

By the Mifs^ sm my tmek tbu tm bmt^ mfs radik de 
^namthee, srfs hekU thet U Jimg tmmt, 
Mc, Sir ? I doa't j m\ n^ m A ymm. 
Whf, Jbdwart his Mam, tbm» HMU, PUfiJiH ti/ 
Ji^fe othu. 

Hold, hold. Sir, wktt fpooki yo« knre inck turn ? 
Why, Imathmckbim isntnu ^itb my Kibbc, tbefi^ 
hawt t§ the gnewmi, and then / mun htstt him aw iofaf, 
by tb^ Mi/s, and after ay mum eia tg the Lugs and Na^s en 
en,' andey lioai, be*U b$ a fre$0y /watLy FeiUe, bamt Lygs 
emd Noes. 

Why, truly. Sir, I knoiw im where be is, but he went 
iko^m thai Iffm- 

This Lone, fayn yef Ays find bim^ bfr Lady, em btie 
j^b^'ve gra^wm. 

So, he's gotic, a damned Latuajbire RafcaL 

GRIPE. 
Oh, good Scafin ! go on qoickly. 
dCJPJN. 
Bold, here's another. [Gripe pops in his Head^ 

Inanhi&t Tone, 

Deft thou hear, Sack-man ? I pridee fare is de damned 
Dog Gripe ? 
• Why, what's Aat to yoa ? What know I ? 

Jot's 
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Fat*f dot to me, J^f hj mj So^ly Joy, I will laj a 
great Blo<w upon thy Pafe^ and Je Devil takt me^ but I 
null make thee know fare he is indeed y or Pll heai upontke 
till thou dojl knvw^ bj fft^ Salvt^ivnikdetd. 

J'll not be bcJiteo. ' ^ 

Now the Devil tetke me, I fwe^r hy him tht^ made M^ 
if tbou doft not tell fare is Gripe, but I nniU beat il^ 
Fatbct^s CLild <very much indeed. 

What would yoa iMfve m^S ^w } ^1 e*i't tcU where he 
is. But what would yon have A^itfi himi . ' 

Fai nuoiild I bofvi wid biml fiy my Soul if I do fee Im 
Invill make murder upon him for my Captain* s fake. 

Murder him ? He'll not be murdePd. 

If I do lay my Eyes upon bim, gad I woill put my Swori 
into his Botvelff de Devil fake me indeed. Fiu ha/f dotu in 
dot ^ack, yoy ? by my Saltation I tailHodttnfo r?; ' 

But you (hall not. What hate you to do V^ithrh?" 

By my Soul, ^oy, I ^usill put "my Rapier into it. 
GRl^E. 

OhfOh. 

S CAP IN. ^'■^ 

Fait, it does grtmt, by my Salvation de Devil tak§ me 
i twill fee it indeed. 

You (hall not fee my Sack ; I will defend ft wkh my Life. 

Ven I vitttfiake beat Upon thy Body\ fdke that, Joyy and 
that, iutd that, upcn my Soul, and fo 1 do take my leave, 
Joy, [Beats him in the Sack. 

A Plague on him, he*s gone; he has almoft kill'd me» 
G R I FE: 

Oh! r can hold no longer ;^ the Blows all fell on my 

Shoulders'. 

SCAPIN. . ■ ., 

You can't tell me; they fell on mine ; Oh my Shoolders ! 
GRIPE. . 
' Yours ? Oh my Shoulders I 

SCAPIN. 



The C H E A t s ^ op S C A t i NV jOf 
P^ace, they're coding. •• /-'^ 

IVbere is the Dog T Vll lay him on fore and »/>, fiwingt 
Jnm njLtih ^ Cat ^^mne-taiU Keel hdul^ dfii thekhang him 
ttt the Main Tard, V* ' 

'..1 :;: . /fi Ir^i^Ffefldi-Ejigliib* . 

Ifdere he no more iWi^ir"/^ Eiig4ahd, 7 nfill kilU him, f 
0VtH futf iny ^dpire iW hii^ B idf^ l^iUgivehim twp tree 

pufie in'diGutt.- ' '^ -^ • • ; ' >»" • 

Here Scapin a^s a number df ^em together, 

. W^. mm g9 this :^my'7rTr^ ^^' -^^^C ^^>^^'f« .4^v/A' 

Left Hapd7 ' Ue,. <;lo^-^^y-rr;Afi»r4, ^y'ry «z<^gr^ .;i ^,"b - 
^ ;9^ Sal'vaficn L^^il kiU/jf^e damn'd Z^fgTT^-^^fryr^andi/we 
do catch 'eVf ifij^H tear Un^in fiecef^ and Ido Jteer be "went 
thick tAja y no fir ait foriA^a^d, Hold, here is his Man, 
nvhere^s your Mafie r Damn me, nvhere ? in He/l? 

jpgak Hold, not To* Ibrioafly-f^-^a^^ you donU tell 

us nvhere he i'Sy <weUl murder t^e ^ , i r?. 

Do what you will. Gentlemen, I know noT^ i >- V 
Lay hini fin tricky thfwask hin^ foundly^ . , V 

Hold, hold, do what you Y^^ll* I'll ne'er betray |ny 
Mailer. . • . ,•.,.,.... -. -^ 

Knock V» doiun, heat ^en zoundly, to" en, at\n at* en at-^ 
[4? he Ugqipg to ftrike, Gr^pe peeps out, and 
Scapin /«^^j tf his Heels. 

Oh, Dog, Traitor, Villain ! Is this your Plot ?i Would 
you have murder'd me, Rbgtjfc? Unheard of Impudence; 

Enter 
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EnUr Thrifty. 

Oh, Brother Thrifty ! You come to (ee me loaden wkk 
<4iigrace.s the VUlain Si^i^in h4$, as I am Ibnfible now, 
A^heated m^ oi Two hundred Pomiids. This besitiiig brings 
all into toy Memory. {Afidt. 

THRIFTr. 

The impudent Vli^lel has gulPd mt of the fame Sum. 
GRIPS. 

N«r was he content tp take my Monejr, but hath 
abus'd me at that barb'rons rate that I am aiham'd to tell 
It; but he (hall pay for it fererely. 
THRIFtr. 

But diis IS not al]» Brother; one Mis£i|taBe h the 
Forerunner of another: Jaftnow I received hetf^sinm 
)LonJon^ that both oar Daughters have run away fiom 
their GQvemcflefs, with ^o wild debaach'd young Fd- 
Jows, tiiat they fell in love with. 

J^ntn L V c I A 4m^ Clara. 

LUCIA. * 

Was ever fb malicious Impudence feen hah— 

Surely, if I xpiftake not, that fhould be my Father, 

CLARA. 
And the other mine, whom Scapin has us'd thus. I | 

LUC I A. 
Blcfs us! Returned, and we not know of it? 

CLARA. 
What will they fay to find us here ? 

LUCIA, 
My dearefl Father, welcome to England. 

THRIFTT. 
My Daughter Luce? 

LUCIA. 
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LUC IJ. 
The fame. Sir. 

CLJRA. 
Yes, Sir; and happy to fee your {^£^ Arrival. 

What fbrangc Dcftiny has diteSed t]»s%P(#c# Ipf*? 

GRIPE. 

-Hey day f 

THRIPTT. 
Oh, Son ! I have a Wife for you. 

' OCTAFIAN. 

Good Father, all your Propofitions are vain ; I mull 
meeds be free, and tell you, I am engaged. 
THRIPTT. 
Ijodk you npw; is not this very fine! Now^Ihave 
^ jcnind to he merry, and to be fiends with yon; you'H 
not let me now, will you? I tell yoq, Mr.Gripe^^ pasighf 

terherc 

OCT AVI 4N. 
I'll never marry Mr. Gripers Daughter, Sir, as long ^ 
I live r-'No, yonder's fhe th.^t I mu^ love, and can never 
entertain the Thpughts of any other. 

CLARA. 
Ye?, O^ffuiany | have at Jaft m^ with my Fathcft 
and alt our Fc^s and Troubles are at an end. 
THRJPm 
Law ye now, you would be wifer than the Father that 
tegot ypUf wo^ld you i Did not 1 always (ay you ftould 

marry 
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marry Mr, GV/>#'s Daugh^r? fiut you do not know ,^« 
Sifter L«fr- I"" 

UnlookM for BlcflbgT wliy ihc*# my Friend IiwM 
Wife! 

How, I/iw^r'sWifcf 

GRIPS, 
What, my Son £#«M^/ 

OCTJt'JJN, 
Yes, Sir, your Son Liander, 

GRIPE; 
Indeed f Well, Brother ^^j/^/y, *tis true, the Boy wu | 
always a good-natur'd iJoy. Well, now I am fo over- 1 ^ ^ 
joy'd, that I coald laugh till I (hook my dodders, but tiat | ^ 
I dare not, they are io fore. But look, here he comes. 
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£»/^ L E A N D S R. 

Sir, I beg your pardon, I find my Marriage is difcovci^d; 
nor would I indeed have longer conceal^ it j this U my 
Wife, I muft own her. 

, (Q RIPH. 

Brother Thrifiy, did you ever fee the like, did you ever 
fee the like? haf 

THR/FTr. 
Own her, quoth-af why ki(s her, kifs her, Man; 
odsbodikins, ,when I was a young Fellov^ and was firft 
marry'd. I did nothing die for three Mbn'tKs.' QW 
Confcience I got; my Boy Oai there, tiie tfft^NfghtJ Be- 
fore the Curtains were quite drawn ! i>x-i: i* 

GRIPE. ' ' ' ' 

• Well, *tis his Father's nown Child. Juft fo, Brother, 

was 
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I was It with me upon my Wedding-day, I could not look 
' upon my Dear without blufhing; but when wc wema 
Bed, Lord ha' mercy upon us — but I'll no more. 

lej'nder. 

Is tlien my Father reconcird to me ? 

GRJPE. 
Reconcird to thee 1 why I love thee at my Heart, Man, 
at ir.y Heart ; why 'tis my Bri>ther TJ^n/t/s Daughter* 
Mrs. Lucy, whom I always deiign'd for thy Wife; and 
that's thy Siller Ciara marry'd to Mr. O^a there. 

LEANDER. 
Ositpvian, are we then Brothers ? there is nothing that 
I could have rather wi(h*d aft^r the compleating of my 
Ha|ipinefs with ipy charging Lucia* 

Come, Sir, hang up your Compliments in the Hall at 
home, they are old and out of Fafhion. ^hift, go to the 
Inn, and befpeak a Supper may coft more Money than 
I have ready to pay fot't, for I am refolv'd to run in 
Debt to Night. 

SHIFT. 

I fhall obey your Commands, Sir. 

THRIFTT. 
Then d^ou hear, fend 6ut and mufter up all the Fidlers 
(blind or not blind, drunk or fober) in the Town j let 
not fo much as the Roafter of Tunes, with his crack'd 
Cymbal in a Cafe, efcape ye. 

bRIPE. 

Well, what would I give now for the Fellow that 

fings the Song at my Lord Mayor's Feaft: I myfelf 

would make an Epithalaniium by way of Sorinet, and he 

ihouki fet a Tune to itg 'twas the ^etticfl he had lait 

\ime. 

EMter 
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SLr. 

Oki Gentlemen, here is the ftrangeft Accident fal- 
len oot. 

THRIFTr. 
What's the matter? 

Sir. 

?00i Scafh, 

GRIPE. 
Ha! Rogue, let him be hang^d. I'll hang him ffly^ 
felt 

Sir. 

Oh, Sir, that Trouble you may fpare; for' paling 
by a Place where they were building, a great Stone fell 
upon his Head, and broke his ScuU ib, ^ou may feehil 
Brains. 

THRIFTr. 
Where is he? 

Sir. 

Yonder he comes,^ 

Enttr ScAVXV btwfiM Jwo^ iuI^oiiv^afjf^J Kfin 1 
LiaeM a$ if hi bai h*en iMOWuttd. 

sbjpiN. 

Oh me ! Oh me ! Gentlemen, you lee me, you fee 
me in a fad Condition, cut ofFHke a Flower in the Prime 
of my Years ; But^yet t could not die without ihe Pardon 
of thofe I have wroiig'd ; yes, Gentlemen, I befecch 
you ro forgive me all the Injuries that I have done ; but 
more efpecially, Ibeg of you, Mr. TM/fy^ nnd my 
good Mailer, Mr. Gripe. 

THRIFTr. 
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THRiFrr. 

Fcir my pan, I pasdon thee Irctty ; go, and die in 

SCAPIN. 
But*tis yon. Sir, I have mcAofiended, by the inhoman 
B^aHinadoes wbkhi ■ 

GRIPJS. 
Pr'ythcc ipeak no more of it, I forgive thee too. 

SCJFIN. 
Tisas a xaoft wjcked Jniblenoe in we, that I finoiild 

with vile Crab-tree Cudgel 

<iRIP£. 
Piih, no Wtf«> I iay I am fatisfy'd, 

S CAP IN. 
And now ib i^e^sny J>!sarth, 'tis an xmex^dSHt Grief 
ctat I ihorid Aice to lift wy Hi»d «gain ft ■ i ■' . , 
GRIPE. 
Hold thy Peace, or die quickly, I tell thee I have 
forgot all , 

SCJPIN. 
Alas I how good a Man you are ! But, Sir, d'yott 
pardon me freely, and from the Bottom of your Heart, 
thofe mercil^fs D^ubs that j p.u 
GRIPE. 
Pf'ythee'^eak n^ more of it; I forgive thee freely, 
iere's my Hflwd'upon'i. 

S CAP IN. 
Oh ! Sir, how much your Goodnefs revives me ! 

[Pulls off his Cap. 
GRIPE. 
How's that f Friend, take notice, I pardon thee, but 
'tis upon Condition that you are fure to die* 
SCAPIN. 
Oh me ! I begin to faint again. 

^'"^ THRIFTn 




Come» . fie Brothdr, never let Revenge emplcy yo 
Thoughts flow; fbrgivcyiiini» forftive l:^m without sm 
Condition. ' ► ' - 

GRIPE. 
Aduce on*t, Brother* ai I hope to .be ^v'd, heb 
me bafely and fcurvily, .never flir he did : But fince ) 
will have it Co, I do forrive him. 

TMRIFfT. i 

Now then let's to Sapper^ and in eur Mfath drowii 
forget all Troubles. 

SCJPIN. 
Ay, and let them carry me to the lower End of 
Table; 

Where in my Chair, of Stale Pll fit at Eafe, 
And eat and drink, that I mkydle in |>eace. [JDi 

^Exeunt 01 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee^ when (he 
was out of Humour. 

HO JV little do you guefs nuhat^ Vm to fay ! 
I'm not to ask how you Iskt Faree^ «r Plitf : 
For you muft knotUy r*ve other Bujinefs nonv} 
l^ is to tell ye. Sparks ^ hoiy ive like you, 
Ho^w hapfy nvere ay/, luhen in humble Guifi 
■ Tou came nvith honefi Hearts and barmlefs Eyes; 
Sat ^without Noife and tu^lt in the Pit .* 
Oh twhat a precious Je^wel then ivas IVit ! 
Tho* noiA) *tis grown fo common^ lit me die^ 
Gentlemen /corn to keep it Company, 
Indulgent Nature has too bounteous been, 

our too much Plenty ii become your Sin. ^ 

ime ivas ye <were as meek as no«w you're proud, 

id not in cu^ Cah^ of CritiU ^^ 

ir thought it.'fvitiy to h vety loudy ; 
jiut came ^/ee the Follies you would Jhun : 
Tho* now fo fondly Antic hert' jfou're grown ; 
T» invert the Stage's Pierpofi,' and its Rules ; 
Make us Speaatorsy whilft you play the Fools. 
Equally witty, as fome valiant are ; 
The fad Defeds of both are expoid here. 
For here you'll cenfure, who difdain to write, 
Js fome make parrels here thatforn to fight. 
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EPILOG UJB. 

Tift rmgg^d SMUr tbsi /r§m Wm reiurni^ 
Ami ft ill with th* Heat offamur Adion hurm ; 
Let kim but hither com to fe^^ a Play^ 
Proceeds an Errant Courtier tn a Uuy\ 
Shall fteal from th* Pit^ and ftf up to the Bbx^ 
There hold impertinent Chat nmth tawdry Maup» ; 
Till ere aware the Blufi^rer falit in l6*ve ^ 
And Hero gjro-ws as harm^/s as a Dove, 

With us the kind Rememhrance yet remains^ 
When *we 'were entertained behind our Scenes. 
Tho" noWf alay, we mufi your Ab/ence mourn, 
Whilft nought but polity will fer*ve your turn^ 
Damt^ duality!' that ufes poaching Arts, ^ 
And fai *tis /aid J comes masPd to prey en Hearts. 
The proper U/e of Fi/ors once was made. 
When only worn by fuch as own^d the Trade : 
Tho* no*w all mingle with *em fo together. 
That you can hardly know the one from toother. 
But *tis no matter ; on, purfue your Game, 
TiU wearied you return at laft^ and tame: 
Knonv then 't*will be our Turn to be fevere ; 
For 'whenyot^'ve Ufi your Slings behind you there, 
ToH lazy Drones, ye fiath have Harbour here* 



End of the Firll Volume. 
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